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Summary: 


He stares at the golden letters now properly stretched out, blinks, and then 
frowns in confusion. “What the hell?” 


It takes him a second. And then he almost dies out of embarrassment 
because he realizes he’s holding a mirror so the words are backwards. Percy 
blushes at his own stupidity and then scrambles, not knowing how else to 
do this. 


He ends up just abusing the fact that he was born flexible and sits down, 
holding his leg up by pressing his foot against the wall and craning his 
neck, stretching out the skin of his thigh until he’s able to make it out. 


Percy’s heart drops to his stomach as he realizes the whole name is in 
Ancient Greek. 


“Tf you don't have a soul,” Hyacinthus started, ever contrarian. “Then what 
is this?” 


His fingertips brushed over his hip, where his name laid, the perfect color of 
Hyacinthus' eyes when the sun started setting. It burned where he touched. 
“T do not know, but it is not a soul. It could never be.” 


Hyacinthus smiled, then, cheeky and bright. “Then maybe it's your heart.” 
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1. Chapter 1 
Author's Note: 


e For ashilrak. 


i can't believe i did this tbh. 


but happy birthday karli! i'm not sure how much you're gonna like 
what i did with this, but i hope you enjoy it anyways. it got a little out 
of hand. i wanted to do a lot more with it but i had to be realistic about 
it. it was fun writing it. so i hope you have fun reading it. thanks for 
putting up with me and being a friend. i hope you have the best 
birthday ever. 


The Fates have always been cruel, but simple. 


Gods don't have souls, while mortals brim with them; so much so that they 
had to be torn apart. Apollo stitched them into new shapes, and obeyed 
diligently when told to add a few details—a guide, a guarantee, so that 
mortals would be able to find their other half more easily. Just a little name, 
someplace on their bodies. 


Some gods have something similar. None of them wear it on their shells, for 
that would be asking for trouble. No, instead, Chaos conspired, in its 
infinite, otherworldly, everlasting randomness, to have the mark burned into 
their essences, connecting them to another random god or immortal. Never 
binding, just present. The Fates clearly loved this idea. Though Apollo 
couldn't see the charm since they decided to give the soulmarks to humans, 
creating new matches. 


Artemis doesn't have one, neither does Apollo. His mother, Leto, had once 
amusedly told him that there are worse matches than Zeus. This is how 
Apollo knew then, that much like for mortals, not all marks have a pair. 
Zeus brags about lacking one. Hera claims she has Zeus’, but that's always 
seemed like a lie. Hades has Persephone, but Persephone has many, even if 
none are as big as that of her husband. 


Apollo was perfectly content with existing like this; not having to wonder if 
he's meant to meet anyone or find anyone that might mean more to him than 
his mother or his sister. It was unthinkable that such emotion would ever 
overcome him. Love clouds the mind. It clouds the future. An oracular god 
can't go about existing blind. 


Then the name got his attention. Burning hotter than Helios' own sun, than 
the heat of summer at its height, and the flames of the Phlegethon, it sat 
upon his hip while he was tending to his cattle, one humid, timeless night. 


His first reaction was fury; how dare the name of a mortal mark his skin? 
How dare it appear so randomly, take him by such surprise, with no whisper 
or inkling, no rhyme or reason? He decided it was a fluke. He refused to 
look at it, less so think about it. He'd stitched humanity together; perhaps 
side effects were to be considered. 


Then he laid eyes on him. 


Standing between his sisters, a prince through and through, with soft, clever 
eyes and the kindest smile he'd ever seen, looking at Hyacinthus for the first 
time made Apollo feel like he was seeing the most beautiful work of art that 
there'd ever be. He'd met Aphrodite. He'd seen himself in the mirror. He'd 
met Eros, as well, and taken lovers by the dozens by that point. Pretty, 
lovely things that kept him decently entertained. 


But Hyacinthus was different. He drew every eye to himself, the youthful, 
gorgeous boy that he was. Apollo could not resist showing himself to him in 
his full glory. He could not resist doing as he asked, always asking so 
sweetly, blushing so lovely. The first time Apollo kissed his skin it felt like 
nothing else mattered in the universe, like Chaos was a tiny thing in 
comparison to his affection towards this simple, brazen mortal. 


“You think you're such a mean god,” Hyacinthus had told him once, 
running his fingers through his hair, shamelessly comfortable in his arms. 
His eyes were defiant, burning an intense blue that constantly appeared 
purple. Apollo could not get enough of being addressed like this, so simply, 
bordering on disrespectful. “But you really have a big heart, don't you?” 


“A big heart?” Apollo shook his head, dipping his head low to press 
burning kisses to the skin of his neck, and then lower. “My beloved, I don't 
even have a soul.” 


Over his chest, right down the center, was Apollo's name—not in full, not 
the proper way. But it was his name and there was no other on his skin, 
despite Hyacinthus' love affairs with other men. Apollo did not need 
exclusivity; just that name. On his skin. For the rest of his life. Besides, as 
of late, Hyacinthus had been asking for his presence, and his presence 
alone. That was enough. 


“Tf you don't have a soul,” Hyacinthus started, ever contrarian. “Then what 
is this?” 


His fingertips brushed over his hip, where his name laid, the perfect color of 
Hyacinthus' eyes when the sun started setting. It burned where he touched. 
“T do not know, but it is not a soul. It could never be.” 


Hyacinthus smiled, then, cheeky and bright. “Then maybe it's your heart.” 


No, Apollo thought much later, staring at the hyacinth flower blooming 
where his lover’s body once laid. No, that wasn’t his heart. If it was, he’d 
be just as dead as Hyacinthus is right now and he doesn’t think he can cope 
with that. He doesn’t think he can accept that. How could he fall so deeply, 
love him so strongly? He’s a god. Everyone loves him; he’s his father's 
first-born son. He’s Phoebus who brings light, the far-shooter, the lord of 
Delphi. 


But in that moment, among the hyacinths, he felt like an empty husk. He 
wished to lay down next to the flowers and sob a river, ask for oblivion, 
follow his lover into Hades and never ever leave him again. 


His hands were still stained with blood, as he sat there for hours. With a 
shaking finger, Apollo reached out to a petal, and wrote, simple and plain. 


Alas. 


He didn’t think he’d ever love again, after that. 


But then the rest came. 


Every few decades, a new name. Burning with that same intensity and 
calling him until he was unable to resist. He never stopped to think about 
how some soulmates weren’t mutual, how Apollo would sometimes look 
for his own name and find another’s, how he would be presented with his 
name by other people but found that he lacked theirs. He just wanted to feel 
what Hyacinthus taught him again. 


He met Daphne by accident. He did not have her name, she did not have his 
own. But she was beautiful, gentle yet strong. Apollo wanted her the way 
one wants a hot summer night and tangled limbs; locked in a daydream, lost 
to fantasy, lost to real love and grief. He was fine with her rejection, though 
he wore it heavily, still haunted by longing. 


Eros knew this, when he decided to make Apollo pay for his careless words. 
By the time he came to again, Daphne was a tree and tears flowed from his 
eyes, a dull ache in his chest that he shouldn’t be feeling, that felt foreign, 
an intruder upon his essence. 


His skin crawled. This wasn’t love, it never was. Weaving the laurels 
together, Apollo wept not only for his unmeasurable heartache, or for 
Daphne’s demise, but rather for the fate that seemed to be building right 
under his nose after he touched mortal after mortal—lover after lover. He 
could smell it like roses floating in the air, intoxicating and consuming, like 
he could smell a prophecy forming and shaping fate. This was a myth in the 
making. 


Apollo’s soulmates, it seemed, are not destined to long, happy lives with 
him. Anyone that might be touched by his affection seems to remain 
marked by Fate; best to leave him, or they won’t know peace. 


There’s Cyrene, who sends a thrill down his spine just with a glint of that 
sharp, handsome, fearless smile and leaves him for his brother; there’s 
Admetus who was always meant to wed a wife; Branchus who ended up 
prioritizing duty and legacy over his affections. 


The names come and go. They burn, each time more painful than the last, 
and it is somewhere around Cyparissus that Apollo goes to Artemis and 
wallows, not for the first time and not for the last, but this time marks a 
before and after for Apollo. 


“Brother,” she whispers, running a rough hand through his hair. “You 
cannot keep loving like this.” 


“It’s the only way I know how to love,” Apollo protests, and Artemis lets 
out a sigh. “How could I stop it?” 


“You don’t have to stop it,” Artemis frowns down at him. He’s laying his 
head on her laps and on days like this he misses Delos, misses the time 
before Olympus, misses weaving bones and pelts together for them and 
their mother out of the scraps of Artemis’ hunts. “You just have to be 
careful, brother. You’re the brightest of us, are you not?” 


Apollo feels himself shiver and tremble. “Of course I am. But when I get a 
name, all I want is to chase that soul, sister. It’s—you have no idea what it’s 
like. The intensity of that love.” 


“Of course I do,” Artemis’ voice grows cold, but only for a second. She 
forces herself to relax and runs her hands down his hair again, softening. 
“Of course I know love, brother. How could I not? Do I not have you, do I 
not have my hunters and my mother? Did I not have my own companions, 
torn from me by fate?” 


“But do you feel yourself dying with them?” Apollo asks. Artemis pauses, 
and looks down at him with concern. “Did you want to follow them into 
Hades, instead of wrestling them back to life?” 


Her expression falls with misery that has no business befalling a goddess; 
any mortal would weep, seeing such an open emotion on Artemis’ usually 
kind, stoic visage. As it is, Apollo resonates with her, and extends a hand 
out to hold her cheek. Artemis doesn’t produce tears, but it doesn’t mean 
she isn’t crying as well as he is. 


“That’s the thing I’m learning about pain, sister,” he says, and something 
about the heaviness of the words on his tongue reminds him of when he 
speaks prophecies into his Pythia’s ears. “To us it might sound sharp and 
terrible, and it is. But once that initial blow fades... all that is left is 
tendemess. Pain is kind. It is soft. And it doesn’t seem to ever find a way to 
leave.” 


Artemis closes her eyes. They sit in silence for a long, long time. And then, 
after ten minutes or ten hours or ten years, she speaks out, soft, begging. 
“Please, Apollo. Do not destroy yourself over it. One day, fate will catch 
up, and decide to make you responsible for your feelings.” 


He processes her warning, in that moment; it sinks deep into him like a 
blade. He thinks of how he told Hyacinthus he did not have a heart, and 
wonders if he lied. If it didn’t, in fact, die with him, but rather remains 
frozen blue in his chest, a contrast to his golden light, waiting for 
retribution. 


Rome is tough, at the start. For many years, they remain split in two, at 
odds with division; Athena drives herself mad, and many gods develop two 
faces. As Apollo’s worship in Rome rises, and his name remains, he finds it 
easier than most to make the two sides of him compromise, until what most 
of what will be known as Greek civilization falls, and most of what remains 
of him becomes Roman down to his very core. 


The sun is his to take, with uncertainty but confidence that he’s never 
lacked. The purple of his togas and the golden laurels make him feel 
centered and he understands, now, what it is to be ancient, yet be born anew. 


Augustus is his blood and pride. He leads Rome into an Empire and Apollo 
revels in that power; a new soulmate doesn’t come for a long, long time. 


And then Marcus Aurelius’ wife asks for a prophecy, and Apollo feels an 
itch under his skin. When her twins are born swathed in purple, Apollo 
watches, allows the sun shine down upon her newborns, and it is not a 
surprise when Lucius’ name appears on his hip. 


What is a shock, however, is its broken, marred appearance, unlike any he’s 
seen before. Apollo’s had faded names, incomplete names, soulmates that 
weren’t fully his to claim. But this is new. When Lucius’ twin dies after 
only four years of life, he watches and wonders what it is that fate is trying 
to tell him. 


He presents himself to Lucius after he turns sixteen. He is beautiful, in a 
way that makes Apollo’s chest hurt; so different from Hyacinthus, because 
where he was soft Lucius is sharp and ruthless, raised with everything at his 
disposal, with a cruel twist to his smile that Apollo finds himself 
reciprocating. 


“Who do you think you are?” Lucius asks him, after Apollo beats him in a 
wrestling match, pinning him to the ground. It is only the two of them in 
Marcus Aurelius’ gardens; he timed this moment perfectly, wanting it to 
sear itself into Lucius’ mind. 


Not one of his other wrestling partners or instructors has dared to ridicule 
him like this, for fear of death. For Apollo, however, the angry frown that 
meets his smug smile only sends sparks through his body, making 
something possessive in his chest unfurl only to coil around Lucius like a 
hungry snake. 


“Wouldn’t you like to know?” Apollo whispers, leaning in so low their lips 
brush. Lucius’s expression goes from anger to incredulity back to anger, but 
Apollo knows how to play the long game, so he pulls back and stands, 
creating space between them, before Lucius can decide to take a bite out of 
the predator trying to catch him. “You’|l see me soon, little heir.” 


Apollo turns into light, and lingers, watching Lucius jump. 


It continues that way, and Apollo gets intoxicated by it, by every frown and 
sadistic smile that forms on Lucius’ lips. When he reveals himself, Lucius 
isn’t rendered speechless nor fall into submission like many; in fact, 
Apollo’s confirmed identity only seems to make him prouder of himself, 
makes him stand taller. Instead of submitting, Lucius takes from him, bites 
the hand that feeds him in a way that makes Apollo want to break him. 


And break him, he does. 


He didn’t want to. Remembering all too well the fate of those that were 
born with his name on their skin, Apollo left Lucius when he felt it was 
most appropriate. Let him rise on his own, let him become the purple he 
was born under. He was never patient, never interested in ruling, but he was 
power hungry and lazy and entitled. Apollo knew this but he had no interest 
in the affairs of mortals to the point of doing something to change Lucius, 
to change the next Emperor. 


He never expected Lucius to become what he did. Commodus, the New 
Hercules, was not the boy he knew. He was not the boy he loved, and 
Apollo realized too late that he had no one else but himself to blame. 


To say Apollo became resentful of the soulmarks on his skin after this 
would be an understatement. Commodus broke him in a way that forces 
Apollo to push his memory down, down, away, deep inside a little box with 
Daphne and Hyacinthus. He puts it under lock and key and decides this is it. 
He is done. 


When a new name comes, Apollo throws himself at some other body, gets 
as far away as possible from the calling, the constant tugging he feels 
whenever a new soulmate thinks of his name on their skin. There is a 
desperate, lonely madness to it, and for thousands of years, he stares in 
boiling jealousy at other gods, with their perfect little soulmates, at mortals 
that write love stories about it over and over without end. 


Eros and Aphrodite brandish their own marks like weapons, daring anyone 
to ever try and mess with them. Already burned by Eros, it is not a surprise 
for Apollo when he falls into bed with her instead. 


“You’re so angry,” Aphrodite presses the words against the skin of his 
shoulder, running her hands all over his chest from behind. Apollo rolls his 
eyes. “Did you know the mortals believe you to be the keeper of their 
marks? After all, you put them together. You gave the soulmarks to them.” 


“That’s just wonderful,” is all Apollo says, and attempts to leave her bed 
only for Aphrodite to dig her nails in, pulling him back, and turning him 


around. “What?” 


“It’s a great story, Phoebus,” Aphrodite giggles. “The god of soulmarks, 
with such a lonely, miserable existence. Every soulmate he ever finds is 
destined to tragedy...” 


Apollo burns with rage. Aphrodite just hums and caresses his skin, biting 
her lip. “I do love it when you’re angry, sweetheart.” 


He leaves Aphrodite’s abode feeling like he might just take his anger out on 
the mortals that worship this cursed aspect of him, hopeless and hungry for 
love. Artemis watches him with eyes that spark with concern, his mother 
soothes him with lullabies, and they help him remember that once upon a 
time, he did not need romance. Once upon a time, it was only the three of 
them, and that should be enough. 


It isn’t, because if Commodus taught him something, it’s that Apollo is 
greedy and rotten down to his core, in order to be able to do something as 
evil as to end your soulmate’s own life. He knows, somewhere deep in him, 
that one day he’ ll break, because he’s unable to stay away from the promise 
of a soul belonging to him, of love belonging to him. 


His Muses surround him, and it is not enough. His cult and thus his power 
remained strong even after the fall of Rome, in comparison to his fellow 
Olympians; while they feared fading, Apollo just weakened, beat by beat, 
and he knew it was more because of his connection to soulmarks than it was 
about any of his other aspects. 


“You wear loneliness well,” Frey tells him, taking Apollo’s hands and 
guiding them to his thighs, letting him squeeze, letting him lick the sweat 
dripping off his skin because a sun god and a summer god together are the 
epitome of a good match. Apollo’s almost upset that Frey doesn’t wear his 
name, and that he doesn’t wear Frey’s either. “But you could use nurturing, 
bright one. I can see you have so much love to give. Why must you waste 
your heart with rage?” 


Frey is gorgeous. He’s Apollo if he were kinder, softer, warm weather 
instead of a star waiting to burst and end it all. “Are all the gods in your 


pantheon this nosy?” 


“Absolutely,” Frey laughs, and then pulls Apollo’s hair to press their lips 
into a kiss. Apollo licks into his mouth and Frey sighs, warm and relaxed. 
“But a piece of advice—embrace yourself, Apollo. Life isn’t all tragedy. 
You could be missing the love story of the ages.” 


He’s getting tired of thinking about love, so Apollo pushes Frey down on 
his back and kisses him so hard it’d bruise if they were mortal. Thankfully, 
there isn’t much talking after that. 


Centuries pass. Apollo grows so used to ignoring the soulmark on his hip 
that he barely feels the burn anymore. 


And then, one fateful day while he strolls through a small village in Japan, 
he hears the whisper of prophecy in his ear and feels his soulmark ignite his 
whole body, that old spot on his hip sending electricity through the spine of 
his human shell all the way down to his essence; he feels pain, to the point 
that the mark remains throbbing even hours later. 


Apollo doesn’t dare look at it until after the pain passes, until after it’s 
already shifted the way it needed to. 


Two names greet him, forming one. One in Ancient Greek, one in English, 
the color an intoxicating green. Ilepoevc for the first name, Jackson for the 
sumame. 


All Apollo thinks of is that it is an odd naming choice, and moves on with 
this day. He finds anyone willing to take him in, and he loses himself in that 
body and sensation until he feels like himself again. He wallows about his 
Oracle to Artemis for the billionth time ever since she was cursed, he 
serenades his Muses. 


He doesn’t think of hyacinths and laurels, of lions or emperors. He just 
sings, and plays, and wonders what the wheel of Fate has planned for little 


Perseus Jackson, a child of summer, a child of prophecy. 


Hopefully, he won’t have to find out. 


Percy’s never properly seen or read his soulmark and he aims to keep it that 
way. 


He figured out soulmarks were a scam when Smelly Gabe grabbed him by 
the hair at the ripe age of seven and reminded him that his mom was his. 
That was his name around one of her ankles, like a shackle dragging her 
down. 


He was still young enough back then that whatever name it is—in golden, 
fancy lettering that has always made his dyslexia go haywire—was still 
blurry, too little of his skin being available to occupy. Its position on his 
inner thigh never helped either. 


By the time he entered sixth grade Percy was tired of hearing about 
soulmarks, so it was easy to pretend his own wasn’t there. For something so 
personal, it was all kids talked about when someone new arrived at school. 
And for Percy, who has been in six schools in six years, that meant he 
always went through the same interrogation process, avoiding the same 
questions. 


It was with resentment in his chest that he turned up his nose at how 
proudly Annabeth showed off her three marks. She had two around her 
wrists, another one around her ankle, and he understood those might be 
harder to hide, but the way Luke’s name brandished her skin gave him 
unease even before he tried to kill him. 


However, it was the first time Percy had seen the mark of a dead person. He 
found himself staring at it on their way to Vegas, the name Thalia Grace 
catching his eye and resonating with the information he’s been told about 
her, and Annabeth caught him looking. 


“Lots of demigods have faded marks,” Annabeth explained, shamelessly 
extending out her wrist. It was dark in the back of the truck, but all the 
marks seemed to glow a little in the dark, even this faded one. Staring at it, 
Percy figured it was once a brilliant blue. Now it was almost a metallic 
gray. “It’s the disadvantage of a short life expectancy.” 


“Does it hurt?” Percy asked, unable to hold himself back. Annabeth’s 
expression shut off, lips pressing together, but she nodded. Percy didn’t say 
more, but she seemed to read his mind. 


“T don’t think there’s anything more painful than that,” Annabeth said, 
crossing her arms. “Especially for demigods. You should read Apollo’s 
myths, and what people say about them.” 


Percy frowned. “I thought he was the sun god?” 


Annabeth rolled her eyes. “Have you even been paying attention to our 
classes?” 


They dropped the subject, and Percy pretended for the remainder of the 
quest that he wasn’t curious. He pretended he didn’t care what he was 
implying when he gave his mom Medusa’s head, as he gave her the choice 
to get rid of her soulmate, knowing full well how Apollo’s myths deemed 
such an action as a sin. 


“T had hope, Percy,” his mom whispered to him, one night after they moved 
apartments. They were laying on her bed, because they both had trouble 
sleeping alone. His hand was in hers. It was as quiet as living in New York 
could be, and as close to perfect as Percy’s life had ever been. “I really did. 
But I want you to know, baby, it’s not all bad. I know I haven’t set the best 
example, but I loved your father, and your father loved me. Your stepfather 
isn’t all there is out there.” 


Percy struggled to come up with a response for several long seconds that 
dragged on, but he swallowed and settled on this: “I don’t think I need or 
want anyone else but you, mom.” 


A laugh, a little wet and sad, but his mom pulled him in and kissed his 
forehead, hugging him like he was still a toddler. “You’re going to do great 
things one day, Percy. You already have. You’ll need someone else other 
than me that will see that, and that will love you as I do, if not more. Hope 
is not a bad thing. So please, baby, hold on to that.” 


“Okay,” Percy agreed, if only to make her happy. He was unsure, but if 
there was anyone he trusted, anyone he believed in, it was his mom. He 
would honor her wishes. “Okay, mom. I’Il try.” 


Percy regretted those words very shortly after that, because he and mom 
started reading romance books together—or more like, she would tell him 
everything about it, if she didn’t straight up read them out loud—and Percy 
got... attached. Fascinated. Like a drop of romance made his heart grow 
three sizes, letting that hope his mom wanted for him slither in, turning 
from something fake to something real. 


Which is what makes Percy, just a few days before he gets into a car with 
Thalia and Annabeth, grab a mirror from his mom’s dresser and lock 
himself in the bathroom, taking off his pants and lifting his boxers. He has 
to take a deep, deep breath, as he props his leg up on the toilet seat and 
angles the mirror just right. 


He stares at the golden letters now properly stretched out, blinks, and then 
frowns in confusion. “What the hell?” 


It takes him a second. And then he almost dies out of embarrassment 
because he realizes he’s holding a mirror so the words are backwards. Percy 
blushes at his own stupidity and then scrambles, not knowing how else to 
do this. 


He ends up just abusing the fact that he was born flexible and sits down, 
holding his leg up by pressing his foot against the wall and craning his 
neck, stretching out the skin of his thigh until he’s able to make it out. 


Percy’s heart drops to his stomach as he realizes the whole name is in 
Ancient Greek. 


The second he processes it he’s standing up and putting his pajama pants 
back on, rushing out of the bathroom. He returns mom’s mirror to her 
dresser. Then Percy locks himself in his bedroom and sits down on his bed, 
clutching his thigh, closing his eyes. 


Phoebus Apollon. Gold lettering, Ancient Greek. The guy that gave them 
all soulmarks according to the myths, the same myths that speak of bad luck 
and bad omens every time Apollo as much as touches a person with his 
name on their skin. 


Percy shoves this new knowledge into a box and tries to convince himself 
that he isn’t scared. 


He considers asking his mom if she knew. She must have. Even with the 
name in Ancient Greek, even if she hasn’t bathed him or even seen him 
naked since he was little, she must have gotten curious, she must have 
looked it up. 


She also has a god’s name on her skin. She could help him process this. But 
with his heart trying to escape through his mouth, beating so hard he feels it 
in his throat, Percy finds that he can’t ask her. 


Percy meets Lady Artemis’ eyes, sees her narrowed gaze and upturned 
nose, too mature for a face that young, and knows that there's no way he’s 
getting out of this. 


Zoé Nightshade comes up to him with a matching look, right when he feels 
like he’s about to strangle Nico, and Percy doesn’t think he’s imagining the 
way she’s measuring him up. 


The conversation is careful. Percy feels the threat to be turned into a 
jackalope right down to his bones. His soulmark itches. He tries to ignore it 
for the sake of convincing Bianca to come to camp, but he reaches a boiling 
point with his indignation, and the elephant in the room that they’ve all 
been ignoring slips from his lips. 


“What about her soulmate?” Percy asks, rash and stupid, and the tent falls 
quiet. Zoé looked disgusted at him before, but now she straightens up with a 
murderous look, while Artemis tilts her head at him, her gaze sharp. “What 
about that? Bianca, don’t you wanna meet them?” 


At this, Bianca frowns, sheepish gaze looking down at her lap. “My only 
soulmate is my brother, Percy.” 


Percy’s blood runs cold, though he doesn’t know if it’s out of shock or 
anger. “And you’re just gonna leave him?” 


“Boy,” Artemis calls, reminding him that he’s standing on thin ice. He turns 
his eyes towards her and sees her jaw clenched, but unlike Zoé, she’s less 
angry, and more... thoughtful. “Tread carefully. Soulmarks are hardly 
something that should govern over our lives. If you let them tie you down, 
then you’re not truly living up to your potential.” 


Before Percy can even process that, Artemis turns to Bianca. “So, what will 
it be?” 


He comes out of the tent dazed, replaying Artemis’ words. Percy knows he 
doesn’t have the sharpest mind, but that, that—gods. Gods, he’s terrified. 
That felt pointed at him in the worst way possible. 


Then Apollo arrives, and Percy feels like his heart is about to burst out of 
his chest. 


He looks younger than he expected, eighteen at most, if he had to guess. 
He’s wearing a leather jacket over a tight white shirt and jeans that hug his 
thighs in a way Percy’s never seen on a guy before, and his hair is tied up in 
a bun, two loose strands framing his face. Apollo leans against the roof of 
his car—a Maserati Spyder which Percy’s been drooling over for ages— 
and lifts his sunglasses from his nose. 


Like Percy’s a magnet, those luminous blue eyes sweep over the Hunters, 
Nico, Thalia, Artemis, Grover, and zero-in on him. Apollo was smiling 
before, posture relaxed. But the second their eyes meet, blue shifts to gold 
and that grin fades and Percy feels trapped, frozen from head to toe. 


Percy was already sweating, but if possible, the air around him gets hotter. 
Apollo’s expression is perfectly calm to anyone not under his attention, 
perhaps. 


But to Percy, it feels like he’s being grabbed by the hair, forced back, bared. 


His soulmark burns. 


“Wow,” Thalia whistles at his side, then mumbles, elbowing him. “Apollo’s 
hot.” 


Apollo’s eyebrows raise, just so, and then a blinding smile takes over his 
lips as he breaks whatever hold he has Percy in, moving in to greet his sister 
and the Hunters. Percy can barely process what he’s saying over the sound 
of his ears ringing, feeling a flush on his cheeks, like he needs to take off 
his jacket and maybe his shirt too. 


Percy clears his throat. He looks at Thalia, who’s shooting him an odd look. 
“He’s the sun god.” 


Thalia frowns and then rolls her eyes, before going back to staring at 
Apollo. Percy doesn’t want to but he’s unable to resist doing the same, his 
eyes running over his frame repeatedly. 


Apollo never looks at him again. In fact, he focuses on Thalia to the point it 
makes her flush and a red hot curl of jealousy invades his chest like never 
before; he thought he was jealous at Annabeth putting aside the friendship 
they’ve been building for the last couple years for Thalia’s sake, but this. 


This is different, and he understands now what people say about soulmates 
instantly getting under your skin whether you like it or not. 


Apollo lets Thalia drive, going so far as to sit her down in the driver’s seat 
himself. Percy, perhaps feeling the saltiest he’s ever been in his life, comes 
up right next to him and pretends he has no clue that he should be sitting. 


Apollo doesn’t address him. It’s like he doesn’t exist. 


“Percy,” Grover tries, looking at him with a frown, calling him over. Nico’s 
staring between him and Apollo with a confused expression, but Percy pays 
him no mind. He just looks at Grover. “What are you doing?” 


“T get car sick,” Percy lies, and has to hold back a shiver of victory when he 
notices Apollo’s head turning slightly in his direction at that. “Well, flight- 
sick. I dunno. Are you sure Thalia should drive? 


Percy looks right at Apollo as he says this. Apollo looks back at him and his 
eyes flare gold again. He opens his mouth— 


Only for Thalia to interrupt. “I’m fine! I can—I can totally do this!” 


“Exactly!” Apollo agrees, putting his hand down on Thalia’s shoulder and 
squeezing. Percy stares at that point of contact feeling like he’s going to 
spontaneously combust, and then shifts his glare straight to Apollo’s face. 
He has the gall to smirk, and Percy suddenly wants nothing more than to 
wipe that smile off his stupid hot face. “It'll be just fine, Thalia. You’re a 
child of the sky. You got this!” 


She truly didn’t. 


Percy glances out of the window as they fly over New England and stares in 
horror at the snow melting off the roofs as they fly by, and is just about 
ready to take the wheel himself if Apollo doesn’t do something. 


But then the best thing ever happens. 


Thalia swerves the wheel to the right with a sudden, panicked twist, and the 
resulting turbulence sends Percy right up against Apollo. They fall over a 
seat and Percy feels his cheeks flaming because wow okay that’s, that’s a 
surprising amount of muscle that he hadn’t noticed before right up against 
his back. 


Another lurch of the bus, right as they were scrambling to stand up, and this 
time Percy ends up falling down on Apollo’s lap. Perhaps on instinct, 
Apollo reaches out and grabs him by the legs to save him from hitting his 
head against the window. 


A jolt of heat coming from his thigh and Percy lets out a tiny, involuntary 
shriek that he hopes no one else heard over Nico’s excited whooping and 
the Hunters cussing Apollo out and Thalia screaming that she has control 
over this shitty ass bus. Because that’s Apollo’s hand clutching the inside of 
his thigh. 


Time seems to slow down when Percy looks up at Apollo’s face. 


His expression isn’t pleased. He’s not smiling, he’s not relaxed. Apollo 
looks at Percy with a frown and burning eyes and he knows he doesn’t 
imagine it when the hand on his thigh tightens and his mark burns again, 
like answering a call. 


“Fuck,” Apollo lets out, and a wave of heat takes over Percy’s body. If his 
face was red before he doesn’t know what color it is now, but he doesn’t 
have time to wonder because Apollo grabs him and manhandles him out of 
his lap, forcing him into the seat. He stands, turns towards Percy with a 
scowl, and squeezes his shoulder once. “Be good. Stay.” 


Holy shit is Percy staying. 


The landing is a mess but honestly? Percy barely notices. He’s too busy 
trying to get Apollo’s scent, like heat and cloves, out of his nose. Every 
point where their bodies touched burns with an intensity that has his limbs 
shaking, and he finally understands all those romance novels’ descriptions. 


By the time they’re at camp he’s only halfway out of his Apollo-induced 
daze. He half answers Nico’s questions and ignores Grover’s inquiring 
looks, as well as Thalia still being angry at him and the Hunters treating 
him like crap. 


Apollo hums and stands before them, waving goodbye to the Hunters. Then 
he looks right at Percy, raising an eyebrow, eyes going up and down his 
frame. Percy feels like he’s about to pass out. 


“Watch out for those prophecies, Perseus,” Apollo says, his mouth curling 
up into a smile that has Percy absolutely sure that he will die of 
overheating. He’s never liked his full name, much less so in the mouths of 
immortals, or strangers. But something about the way Apollo says it sends a 
shiver down his spine. “I’ll see you soon.” 


Apollo leaves and Percy remains staring at the spot where he stood. He 
knows his mouth is open, but he doesn’t do anything about it until Thalia 
elbows him. 


“Dude,” she raises her eyebrows at him. “What is up with you?” 


“Nothing,” Percy denies, his face flaming. Thalia squints and then, 
horrifyingly enough, gets this knowing look in her eye, which makes Percy 
panic. “Let’s go meet Chiron.” 


He walks away before Thalia can try to call him out, his heart beating in his 
ears. 


Percy replays Apollo’s words, I’Il see you soon. 


Even though it’s winter, Percy feels warm all over, and he isn’t confident 
that he’s imagining the eyes on his back. 


2. Chapter 2 


The second he takes off in the sun chariot, Apollo splits himself and 
manifests in Delos, standing right at the center of where the Temple of the 
Delians once stood. 


He takes a deep breath and feels the natural heat around him slip into his 
artificial lungs. When Apollo lets it out, the temperature around him rises 
exponentially, to the point it would literally make any mortal around pass 
out from the shock of it, killing any moisture in the air. 


Apollo, quite literally, boils with a mixture of anger, relief, happiness and 
horror. 


He is tempted to storm his way into the abode of the Fates and demand 
answers, justice, an explanation of any kind. He knew, he knew ever since 
Perseus’ name appeared on his skin that he’d just be another doomed soul, 
he knew when his father’s bolt went missing and all fingers starting pointing 
at that child that Perseus would have a terrible, terrible future ahead. He 
knows now, despite Thalia Grace’s return, that Percy Jackson will be the 
one to either preserve or raze Olympus. 


When did having his name written on someone’s skin become a curse? No, 
no, Apollo thinks, walking towards where the entrance of his temple once 
stood, there’s a difference. There’s a difference between being turned into a 
tree, or a flower. A difference between being an incompetent, cruel, 
psychotic emperor and having the fate of all of Western Civilization in your 
hands. 


Apollo kicks a rock in his path and doesn’t worry about where it lands; he 
could’ve easily just caused the whole island to sink, but he does not care. 


“Apollo.” 


He turns, eyes blazing gold, to see his sister standing several steps above 
him, as he was making his way down the stairs to the amphitheater. “Do not 
try to coddle me today, Artemis. Do not tell me what to do. You already 


refused my help in regards to the fate that lays ahead for you, you do not get 
to tell me how to react to the fact that I met my soulmate today—” 


“And what?” Artemis cuts in, scowling. She walks down the steps and as 
she does she grows taller, older, until she stands at Apollo’s height, until her 
expression goes from angry to murderous. “You met him today, and what 
about it? You already knew who he was. You already knew his fate. Why 
does this change anything?” 


“It changes everything, sister,’ Apollo spits out, gesturing wildly. The 
nature of Delos, as alive as it always has been, seems to tremble in the face 
of his rage, but Artemis does not budge. “It changes my resolve to stay 
away. That boy, his days are numbered. How could I ignore his existence? 
He knows of me. When he realizes his life will be short, what do you think 
he will make of the name on his skin?” 


“Another curse,” Artemis replies, her voice cold, and Apollo can’t help but 
laugh. He turns away from her, keeps walking down the steps until he 
reaches the center of the amphitheater, shaking his head with hollow 
amusement. Artemis appears before him, her arms crossed. “Another 
unfortunate consequence of his mere existence.” 


“The Moirai have been cruel to my soulmates, sister,” Apollo glares at her. 
“But this is crossing the line. Are you asking me to do what I’ve been doing 
for millennia in the face of something like this?” 


“Yes,” Artemis nods, unbothered. “I am. This soulmate business has 
brought you nothing but pain, Apollo. I won’t be swayed by your sweet 
words, or your empty promises. If you get close to that boy, you will be 
destroyed once more.” 


Apollo thinks of a cold cavern in Sweden and Frey’s warm words. “I can 
keep him safe.” 


“You’re deluding yourself,” Artemis snorts. “You already know who he will 
be.” 


“Then I can make his life count,’ Apollo snaps back. “I can make the 
darkness in his future easier to digest. If I can’t save him, just as I’ve never 
been able to save the ones before him, then I at least can take his pain and 
make it my own instead.” 


“Wouldn’t that be crueler?” Artemis tilts her head, eyes narrowed. 
“Wouldn’t that just make the weight in his heart bigger? You’re being 
selfish.” 


“IT belong to him,” Apollo says. Artemis averts her eyes, clenching her jaw. 
“He belongs to me. Under these circumstances, denying it would be 
sacrilegious.” 


Artemis approaches him, her voice low and deadly. “You belong to no one, 
Apollo. And what belongs to the sea will always return to it. You won’t be 
able to claim him. A mark on your skin doesn’t make decisions for you.” 


“But it sends a message,” Apollo smiles, twisted and painful. “No one can 
find out he wears my mark. Father will have him dead on principle. If 
Perseus Jackson is to meet his fate, sister, someone has to ensure he does so 
intact. Someone has to ensure he doesn’t doom us all.” 


“You’re desperate,” Artemis shakes her head. “That’s all you are, Apollo. 
You can make up as many excuses as you want, you can lie to yourself like 
no one else can—” 


“You want me to be honest, sister?” Apollo asks, cutting in. Artemis raises 
a single eyebrow. “The second Percy Jackson mailed Medusa’s head to our 
father, the second he ridiculed our brother, I wanted him. I stayed away as I 
always do, but today is the day I reached my limit and no one, not even 
Poseidon himself, will keep me from him. Understood?” 


She stares at him, her eyes radiating disappointment and fury, but Apollo 
doesn’t care. He loves his sister, his skin is already aching at what comes 
next for her, but this is something they will never agree on. This is 
something Artemis will never comprehend, no matter how much she wants 
to. 


Apollo is possessive and selfish and cruel and he already knew this from 
when he was a young god, rushing to his soulmates for the sake of feeling 
love again. He was reminded of it, when he wrapped his hands around 
Commodus’ throat. He always wondered what it’d take to break him of his 
resolve to vanish from the lives of his soulmates. It turns out his self-control 
must be decent, because this is a Great Prophecy, one spoken by his own 
Oracle, that he’s facing down. 


Artemis’ expression sinks into defeat. She presses her lips together, shaking 
her head. “Very well. But don’t come crying to me when Perseus’ body is 
wrapped in a shroud and burned to ashes.” 


Apollo nods. “Good luck on your hunt. You will need it.” 


Artemis vanishes, and Apollo closes his eyes. He breathes in and out, but 
nothing will quench the need swirling inside him. 


The thing is, Artemis is right. He is desperate, and he is making excuses. 
Apollo knew that the second he as much as dared to be in the vicinity of his 
soulmate he would not be able to resist temptation for long, and there are 
way too many things about Percy Jackson, even as the boy he still is, that 
make Apollo long to know love again. 


Potential drips from him like an overflowing fountain, and Apollo has been 
parched for too long, begging for a sip. 


So he watches. He watches Perseus when he’s alone and vulnerable, 
worried sick about his friend. He watches him try to pry a prophecy out of 
his poor shell of an Oracle. He watches him clash with Thalia Grace, and 
the uneasiness in his gaze, then the anger and confusion, when it is decided 
that the quest shall go ahead without him. 


Of course, Apollo knows he’ll go anyway, but that’s not what he focuses 
on. He learns about him, just from observation, how quiet he truly is while 
still having a determined presence. How much he cares for those around 
him, how much his heart bleeds. 


Dionysus shoots an unimpressed look his way after Percy Jackson leaves, 
looking vaguely disgusted, and just a little wary. 


“He's a child,” Dionysus points out. “You're pathetic. Your soulmates 
always suck.” 


“Keep running your mouth,” Apollo laughs. “I am aware of who he is, who 
he’ll be by the end of this. You’re holding the wrong grudge, I’m afraid— 
but do not fret over your beloved campers, brother. They’re traveling with 
my blessings.” 


Dionysus rolls his eyes. “Yay me.” 


“I do hope, D, that you’ll keep this between us,” Apollo presses his lips 
together, raising an eyebrow. “Or at least, that you keep it from the right 
people.” 


“Please,” Dionysus snorts. “Like there’s a single person in Olympus that 
wants to face your wrath. I’d be more worried about your boytoy mouthing 
off if I were you.” 


“T will make sure that won’t happen,” Apollo shrugs. “Ill watch over him.” 
Dionysus side-eyes him. “From a distance, I hope.” 


Just for that, Apollo pushes him to see him lose his balance and tumble 
down. Dionysus disappears instantly, of course, turned into light or air or 
just flashing away. 


There’s something fascinating and familiar about watching Percy Jackson 
dodge death, but Apollo can’t just stand back and watch. Despite his need 
to be close to Percy out of his desire to meet his soulmate in song, his 
sister’s situation prickles away at his nerves. He can’t see her. Not like he 
could when she left Delos to fully focus on her hunt. 


The future of this quest is clear to him but the present is fuzzy, and there are 
no guarantees that the Fates will be kind. Watching Percy’s prophetic 
dreams—and a part of him is smug about him having talent for divination— 


makes him even more frustrated at his father’s incompetence in regards to 
the brewing war, but he already tried to warn him. He already issued the 
prophecies. Artemis’ presence at the council is of essence. 


So Apollo disguises himself and calls over the questers. They flutter around 
his fire with nerves and adrenaline rushing through their veins; Percy 
remains quiet, his expression pulled into a seemingly unconscious frown 
that screams of worry and concern. 


“You know,” Apollo says, and watches Percy’s eyes snap to his face. 
There’s no recognition there, of course, because Apollo can only risk so 
many people finding out what he’s doing, and Dionysus is already cutting it 
close. The last thing he needs is Hermes or Aphrodite figuring this out, 
malicious gossips that they are. “You’re never completely without friends. 
You kids need a train going west?” 


“Yes, sir,” Percy replies. Apollo holds back a sigh; perhaps it is selfish of 
him to wish they’d met under different circumstances, but the way Apollo 
wants nothing but to steal Percy away from his destiny is probably more 
concerning than desiring a meet-cute. “You know of any?” 


Apollo could be subtler but he’s never been one to let his blessings be 
chalked up to anyone but himself. The kids are bewildered and Apollo 
raises a single eyebrow at Zoé Nightshade when she searches his gaze to try 
and confirm her suspicions. Apollo winks at her, making her turn up her 
nose. 


The kids don’t even notice him taking his heat away. Percy stares a little too 
long at the missing fire, but Apollo enters his thoughts and all he finds is 
confusion. Oh, the disadvantages of being too good at hiding! 


Another unforeseen disadvantage, however: Apollo doesn’t like the way 
Percy’s thoughts linger on Annabeth, a girl he would’ve never memorized 
the name of if he didn’t think about it so often. Children of Athena were 
always so exhausting to deal with, just like their mother, but Annabeth 
Chase was gaining a special place on his shit list simply by daring to 
occupy most of Percy’s thoughts. 


Breaking that up was essential. “Oh, don’t be afraid of dreams.” 


Percy turns towards him, not seeming surprised, until he realizes Apollo 
isn’t wearing his disguise anymore and he jumps, turning red. “You—” 


“I’m Fred,” Apollo cuts in, smiling at him and raising his eyebrows. He 
gestures up towards the sky, and realization washes over Percy’s features. 
Good. He likes them smart. “My father insists on certain rules. But nobody 
messes with my baby sister. Nobody.” 


Or you, Apollo doesn’t say, but he allows his smile to widen and Percy 
flushes even darker. Still, like the hero he is, all Percy does is clear his 
throat. “Can you help us, then?” 


They only exchange a couple sentences, but then Percy asks another 
question. “And Annabeth?” 


Apollo frowns, feeling irritation slip into his features. He, in fact, has 
suspicions of where she and Artemis could be, from his glimpse of Percy’s 
dreams, but it’s not information he can tell without testing Fate. 


Besides, who cares about Annabeth? “Oh, you mean that girl you lost? 
Hmm. I don’t know.” 


Percy keeps pressing him and Apollo keeps letting him run into walls, 
watching Percy’s frustration build up under his skin. He’s a sadist, he 
knows, and the note of indignation in the curl of Percy’s lips is entirely too 
delicious to miss out on. 


“In other words, you don’t know.” 


Apollo makes a show of looking at his naked wrist. “Ah! Look at the time 
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“Apollo,” Percy cuts in, and something about it stops him, making him look 
back at him. Percy swallows, darting his eyes around the car. He looks at 
the backseat where his friend lays sleeping, thanks to Apollo’s own 


interference, and then takes a deep breath, looking back at him to meet his 
eyes. “I... you...” 


He should leave. Apollo is ready to tear everything apart for Percy’s sake 
but he knows he cant, yet he sits frozen there, like he’s locked in a spell. 
He waits in silence for Percy to gather his thoughts, surprisingly expectant. 


“We...” Percy licks his lips, his face red. “We’re soulmates, right?” 


“Yes,” Apollo breathes out. Then he pauses, hesitant. Just because Percy 
thinks he’s hot—and Apollo knows he does, he’s been reading his thoughts 
on and off ever since their eyes met—it doesn’t mean everything will be 
perfect. Apollo knows what’s been said about him, and how accurate it is. 
“T won’t lie to you, Perseus, that isn’t exactly good news for you.” 


It’s not like he’d give Percy the chance to forget about him anyways, not 
really. But Apollo wants to give this a chance, if Percy will be dead in two 
years anyways. Beyond his possessiveness, the tragedy of it all calls to him 
like a moth to flame; even without the soulmarks linking them together, 
Apollo could easily see himself putting a target on Percy’s back. 


He’s always called himself a sadist but perhaps he’s also a bit of a 
masochist, in the end. 


“TI know,” Percy nods, swallowing. He’s rubbing his thigh and Apollo has a 
flashback to their shared moment in the sun chariot. He knows exactly 
where his name sits on Percy’s skin, just from that touch, and Apollo curses 
the Fates in his head not for the first time, and not for the last, because that 
is indecent. “I’ve... I wasn’t happy about it at first.” 


“Oh?” Apollo asks, trying to keep himself relaxed. Not to assume things. 
He wouldn't be shocked by rejection but the mixture of emotions he's been 
invaded by ever since he set eyes on Percy makes him question what that 
might result in. “When did you find out?” 


Percy averts his eyes. “A few days ago.” 


Apollo doesn't hide his shock. “Really?” 


“T'm not fond of soulmates,” Percy confesses. Apollo’s fake human heart 
stutters. “I don’t trust them.” 


“T don’t trust them either,” Apollo raises a single eyebrow, watching Percy 
swallow. He pauses, listens to the silence between them filled with an odd, 
tentative energy. Then, his voice low: “I’ve been avoiding them for a long 
time, Percy. I imagine you have an idea as to why.” 


Percy nods, and his face is permanently red, it seems, but his frown holds 
none of his embarrassment, none of his thoughtful quietness that Apollo has 
gotten used to from watching him and listening to him. “It’s—your 
soulmates don’t have lucky lives, do they?” 


“No,” Apollo admits. He doesn’t know if he should tell Percy that, most of 
the time, that is his fault. So he doesn’t bother to bring it up. “Not really.” 


“Okay,” Percy says, taking a deep, deep breath. “Okay, I guess that makes 
sense.” 


Apollo has questions. He wants to reach out and hold Percy’s shoulder, 
Slide that hand down his chest and grab his heart with his bare fingers until 
Percy has no option but to bleed his truth out before him. 


“T want nothing more than to keep you away from it, Perseus,” Apollo lets 
out, his voice softer, sweeter than he actually feels. Heat curls in his chest, 
rushes through his veins. Perseus could have a home in Delos. He could be 
at peace. Apollo could do what Dionysus did to Ariadne, grant him 
immortality and keep him forever, but he knows Fate won’t allow it. So he 
will give Percy this semblance of truth, in order to make him keep Apollo in 
his mind. “If I could make your pain my own I would, but your path goes 
beyond my scope. I’m afraid my interference might only make it worse.” 


“Do you...” Percy starts, then drifts off. Apollo looks at him in expectation 
because he knows Percy is quiet, but that only makes his words hold more 
weight. “Would you have spoken to me if it wasn’t for Artemis calling 
you?” 


Ah. Shit. 


Apollo licks his lips and does his best to lie. “Taking aside my cautious 
avoidance... In a few years, perhaps. These aren’t ideal circumstances.” 


Percy remains frowning at him, displeased. Apollo must admit, he expected 
a little more compliance, but the quiet skepticism in Percy’s eyes is 
exhilarating. “Only maybe?” 


“Percy,” Apollo tries, because he doesn’t like the way Percy is closing off 
from him, crossing his arms. “Soulmates aren’t binding—” 


“T know that. I get it,” Percy snaps out, his voice shifting to annoyance. 
“You’ve been avoiding it anyway. Would you have even let them know?” 


Apollo doesn’t know what the fuck just happened, but he feels like he’s 
suddenly not the one holding the cards in this conversation. “Let them 
know?” 


“That you didn’t want them,” Percy presses his lips together, glancing out 
the window to hide his judgmental gaze. “To the people before me. Would 
you have let your other soulmates know you didn’t want them?” 


Apollo sits speechless for a long, miserable second. The mixture of 
emotions in his chest battles to make up its mind, in regards to how he feels 
about this. Is he offended? Is he angry? Is he scared, or relieved, that Percy 
sees right through him in a way that leaves him breathless when they’ve 
barely met each other? 


“Tt’s not that I didn’t want them,” Apollo claims, but it feels like a lie even 
as he says it and the way Percy’s expression goes fully slack tells him he’s 
caught onto that too. “It was a preventive measure—” 


“You were just protecting yourself, weren’t you?” Percy interrupts again 
and a part of Apollo is angry at this fact, because he’s still a god, he still 
could curse Percy into a far crueler fate, but he’s too stunned at the nerve of 
this fourteen-year-old, who only days ago was barely able to stutter a 
sentence out in front of him. “You weren’t thinking of them, you were 
thinking of yourself.” 


The accusation sends a shiver down his spine, because it’s true and Apollo 
speaks the most honest thing he’s said ever since he sat down in this car, 
deciding to give Percy a taste of his own poison. “Perseus, you have no idea 
how much I’m holding back right now from taking you and hiding you 
away from everything. From everyone. The second I touched you I knew I 
couldn’t default to my previous behavior.” 


Percy blushes from head to toe. “That doesn’t excuse—” 


“T did what I felt like I had to do,” Apollo tilts his head at him, letting his 
eyes shine gold, watching Percy press his lips together and swallow, reeking 
of unwilling intimidation. “Maybe it was for my own sake. Maybe it was 
not. But you, Percy—my eyes have been forced onto you, and I don’t plan 
to take them away. Do with that as you will.” 


Percy opens his mouth but Apollo’s had his fill of this; if he stays any 
longer he doesn’t know what kind of truths he’1l end up revealing, but what 
he does know is that he can’t let Percy get under his skin like this. He will 
not allow this to happen again. 


He clicks his fingers and Percy drops unconscious, almost falling over. 
Apollo grabs his shoulder and presses him back against the seat, then closes 
his eyes and replays their entire conversation, remembering Percy’s harsh 
gaze. 


“Fuck,” he lets out softly, and then flashes himself away. Back to Delos, 
back to the only place where his mind and his feelings don’t feel too at 
odds, where he can breathe. 


Percy Jackson is Poseidon’s child, no doubt about it. Apollo had almost 
forgotten, despite his sister’s warnings, despite his own words. Percy isn’t 
someone to lead around with a hand; he’s someone likely to bite the hand 
that feeds him if he notices a single drop of dishonesty, a single ulterior 
motive. 


He needs to give Percy just enough of himself, draw the exact lines he 
needs to. Over the next two years, until the day Percy dies, he needs to 
make it perfect. He needs to make it work. He refuses to be at odds with his 


soulmate. He can’t have Percy run away from him because of his bad luck. 
Apollo can’t mess it up this time. Not again. 


It’s like taming a storm. 


It’s been a while since Apollo’s sailed... but he’s willing to learn the ropes 
again. 


Percy’s decided Apollo is weird. 


He’s hot, and surprisingly easy to talk to, but there’s something off about 
his words—like every single one of them is calculated. Percy doesn’t worry 
about it too much for the rest of the quest, despite their conversation 
haunting him. 


But when Apollo approaches him at the party after the council meeting, 
Percy’s heart races and he knows, he knows he can’t say no to a god, but 
Apollo’s gaze is cautious even as his tone remains cheerful. And despite 
Percy’s efforts to be open to the idea of being with his soulmate, despite 
wanting Apollo’s attention, distrust and hesitance cloud his mind, and he 
runs away from Apollo’s offer. 


“T can’t shoot,” Percy shakes his head. “Sorry.” 


“Well,” Apollo tries, his smile dimming just so before he forces into 
something wider. “I can teach you—” 


“No,” Percy shakes his head, and watches Apollo’s face freeze. Fear goes 
up and down his spine and Percy feels his face flush as he swallows, but he 
figures he might as well be honest. “I don’t think I trust you yet.” 


Apollo blinks. “’m your—” 


“You’re a god,” Percy cuts in, glancing around. The fact that he just barely 
got out of his last quest alive, that he barely got out of the council meeting 
alive is sitting way too heavily in his heart. “You’re Apollo. I... I don’t 
know.” 


“I won’t give up on you,” Apollo says, tilting his head to the side. He was 
so lighthearted before and now he looks like he’s holding himself back from 
scowling, but the way his eyes rake over Percy’s frame speak of cold 
consideration. “I won’t stop watching you.” 


Percy fidgets, and decides to issue a challenge: “Make me trust you.” 


The way Apollo’s eyebrow raises only for a sharp smirk to spread his lips 
tells Percy that he might have gotten himself into a hell of a lot of trouble, 
but his father clearing his throat snaps him out of it. 


“What’s going on?” Poseidon asks, glancing between the two of them with 
a frown. Percy almost jumps, and Apollo just morphs his face into 
something more relaxed, more pleasant. “Everything alright?” 


“Uncle,” Apollo says, leaning on Poseidon’s shoulder, and that word makes 
Percy wince. Gods are so weird. “Perseus is convinced he can’t learn how 
to properly shoot an arrow and is refusing my help. You must convince him 
this is his best chance! You know how good of a teacher I am.” 


Poseidon slides out of Apollo’s grip and sets a hand on Percy’s shoulder, 
dragging him away. “I don’t think I want to encourage that. You’re a bad 
influence—” 


“That is so biased.” 


“__] have matters to speak about with my son, Apollo,” Poseidon shakes 
his head, still frowning. “Excuse us.” 


As they walk away, Percy can’t help but glance back at Apollo, and finds 
him scowling again, seemingly fuming. But he meets Percy’s eyes, and the 
expression shifts into something softer—a hint of worry to his brow, the 
uncomfortable pull of his lips into a line. Percy has a feeling this won’t be 
the last time he speaks to Apollo, and that the next might be rather soon. 


He’s proven right when a couple days before winter breaks ends, while 
mom is out on an evening date with Paul, Percy wakes up from a nap and 


steps out into the kitchen to look for the take-out menu on the fridge, only 
to be greeted by the sight of Apollo sitting at the island. 


“Percy,” Apollo says, shooting him a bright smile, lifting his sunglasses 
from his nose. He’s holding a bouquet of white and pink daisies, which 
somehow makes him feel more threatening. “How are you?” 


Percy’s first thought is that Apollo’s come to blow him to bits for rejecting 
him, and he reaches into his pocket only to realize he left Riptide back on 
his nightstand. Shit. 


“Oh, dear,” Apollo continues, raising his eyebrows in surprise. “Did I catch 
you too off-guard?” 


Percy resists the urge to yell at him. “Wh-what are you doing here?” 


“IT came to speak with you, of course!” Apollo smiles again, cheerful, 
gesturing towards the chair right next to him. Percy just stands at the other 
side of the island, wary. Apollo’s smile softens. “I feel like we got off the 
wrong foot, Percy.” 


“Well,” Percy hesitates. “This is a really creepy way to make up for it.” 


“Is it?” Apollo tilts his head, then looks at the bouquet in his hands. He 
seems to realize what he means and pouts his lips, setting the flowers down 
on the island. Percy feels like Apollo is constantly giving him whiplash, 
having seen flashes of an older, serious rage, in contrast to his seemingly 
easy-going behavior and that just makes him more uneasy. “I suppose it’s 
not exactly subtle, is it?” 


“Listen,” Percy starts, squirming at the intensity with which Apollo’s 
looking at him. “I didn’t like the idea of having a soulmate until recently. 
And then I just found out it was you.” 


Apollo’s mouth twitches, though Percy doesn’t know if that’s because he 
wants to laugh or frown. Maybe both. “I don’t have the best reputation, no.” 


“It’s not just that,” Percy rushes out, wanting to get this explanation over 
with. “My mom has two soulmarks. One for my ex-stepfather and one for 
my dad.” 


“Your dad,” Apollo repeats, hesitating. “As in—” 


“Poseidon,” Percy presses his lips together, nodding. “And I saw how that 
turned out. And then I saw how her other soulmark turned out. So now I 
have you and I just... I meant what I said, man. You’re gonna have to make 
me trust you.” 


“T see,” Apollo licks his lips, and then gestures at the flowers. “Is this at 
least a step in the right direction?” 


Percy stares at him, wondering if he’s joking. Apollo seems to be dead 
serious. “It’s an attempt at a step, but I dunno about the direction.” 


Apollo actually snorts with a nod. Then his expression grows cold, closed 
off, similar to how he was when they first met, when they spoke in that car 
during the quest. 


“T’ll be honest with you, Percy,” Apollo leans his hands on the island, 
tangling his fingers together. “I ran away from my previous soulmates 
because all they did was hurt me. But that doesn’t have to be the case for 
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us. 


“No,” Percy agrees, frowning. “I don’t like that you didn't think about how 
they’d feel, though. That doesn’t give you a clean track record.” 


“I care about how you feel,” Apollo says, as if he knows him at all. 
“Doesn’t that give me some benefit of the doubt?” 


Percy shifts uncomfortably, saying nothing. Apollo stands and comes over 
to him, setting a hand on his shoulder. Percy looks up at him, and takes in 
Apollo’s thoughtful frown, the way he searches Percy’s face. 


“Let me try,” Apollo speaks again. Every word sounds like a promise. “You 
won’t regret it.” 


“I...” Percy stares at him, trying to will the hope in his chest down, but it’s 
near impossible. Percy blinks, sighs, and wonders if it would really hurt to 
let this happen. He wants it so badly. It’s his soulmate. How could he not at 
least give it a chance? “Okay. Fine. Surprise me.” 


Apollo smiles a slow, softer, warm smile that heats Percy up from the 
inside. His hand on his shoulder drops to hold one of his own and Percy 
can’t do anything but stare in astonished, flustered silence at how Apollo 
brings it up to his lips and kisses his knuckles. 


“You won’t regret this, Perseus,” Apollo promises, eyes twinkling. “T’ll see 
you around.” 


He vanishes on the spot and Percy can’t help but jump at suddenly finding 
himself on his own. He looks around the kitchen, lost and off kilter, and 
realizes Apollo took his flowers with him, so that there’s no trace of his 
presence anywhere except on Percy’s cheeks and in his mind. 


Throughout what’s left of break and the school year, Apollo keeps leaving 
things around for Percy to find—a single flower, notes telling him to have a 
good day, even a box of the good, expensive kind of gift chocolate. Percy is 
a flustered mess every time because it’s nice. And when Apollo starts 
popping in for casual conversations when mom is out, asking him about 
school and camp and just about anything that comes to mind, Percy feels 
himself softening, beat by beat, to the smoldering heat of Apollo’s 
determination. 


He doesn’t know how long this will last, because he tends to have terrible 
luck. But until then, Percy will enjoy this for what it is. 


His mom notices, though. “Your soulmate has been visiting, hasn’t he?” 


Percy jumps, almost dropping the popcorn all over the couch as he sits 
down. He falls hard enough that he knows he probably just bruised a knee, 
and can’t meet her eyes as he replies. “What gives you that impression, 
mom?” 


“Call it a hunch,” Mom says. As always, not giving away her secrets. But 
she smiles, soft and hesitant. “You’re acting like I did when your father was 
courting me, honey.” 


Percy winces. “I didn’t wanna know about that.” 


Mom throws her head back laughing, reaching out to ruffle his hair. “I’m 
sorry, but now you do. When did you two meet?” 


“When Annabeth was taken,” Percy says, frowning at the memory. His 
feelings for Annabeth are complicated; they were even before he realized 
who his soulmate was, and now he doesn’t know what to do with those. He 
isn’t sure he even wants those feelings, knowing he has a prophecy ahead. 
“He gave us a ride to camp, and we’ve talked a bit since then.” 


“T see,” Mom nods, pressing her lips together. “I’m sorry I didn’t warn you, 
Percy, but soulmates like ours... I’ve learned it isn’t something that is 
spoken about freely. Having a god on your skin, it isn’t... it doesn’t inspire 
confidence.” 


“No,” Percy agrees, taking a deep breath. He doesn’t blame his mom for not 
saying anything. It’s given him the time to come to terms with it, through 
all of his hesitation. He’s still unsure, but Percy can’t deny the attention is 
nice. And yet... “Mom, how did you and dad...? Well, I mean, you said he 
offered you palaces...” 


Mom laughs again, but this time it’s softer, with an undertone of old pain. 
“He did. Poseidon truly did love me and I loved him, Percy. But I 
realized... Well, there’s only so much of a life you can have with a god, 
baby. Poseidon’s world wasn’t something I could be a part of, no matter 
how hard I tried, and you know me—I’m too much of me to be at the beck 
and call of someone like him.” 


“True,” Percy knows, and can’t help but ask: “Does that mean there’s no 
point in being with my soulmate?” 


That gives her pause. Mom sighs and wraps an arm around his shoulders, 
bringing him in close, running a hand through his hair. “I wouldn’t say there 


isn’t a point. Your father made me happy. He truly did. And Id like to think 
he was happy with me, too. It can be a beautiful thing, Percy, connecting 
with your soulmate like that. It doesn’t mean that’s all you have to be, that 
you have to give your life over to him. And, well, afterwards, there are 
always other options. Look at me and Paul.” 


Percy nods, thinking about the faded soulmark Paul doesn’t really talk 
about, Gabe’s faded mark on mom’s skin. “I think I get it. I... he seems to 
be trying to be nice, at least. Maybe it could be fun for a while.” 


“Of course,” Mom nods, looking only slightly concerned. “The thing about 
gods, Percy, is that I don’t think they can settle for a genuine ending. They 
don’t know how to give closure. And that’s not something everyone can 
deal with, or wants, or can accept.” 


“I’m making him work for it,” Percy confesses, feeling a little relieved 
about it when mom nods her approval. “I told him to make me trust him.” 


“Good,” Mom says. “I do hope he isn’t being too forward with you, honey 
—you’re not even fifteen yet.” 


“Mom,” Percy whines, blushing. “He just shows up from time to time and 
we talk a little. Don’t be gross.” 


Mom laughs, kissing his temple. “Keep him on his toes, Percy. It’s always 
fun to see gods getting a taste of their own medicine.” 


Percy decides not to mention Apollo’s almost obsessive determination to 
get through to him, or his genuine sweetness when he stops by for a few 
minutes just to check on him. When he got him his favorite pastry from the 
bakery he used to love when he was a kid that he mentioned once. The look 
in his eyes when he told Percy it’d been centuries since he wanted to be 
close to someone again like they are trying to be—both with soulmates and 
otherwise. 


It could be a lie. It could all be a ruse to get close to him and then somehow 
ruin him. But Percy finds that even if it is he doesn’t really mind because 
it’s so, so nice. It feels so easy between them. Apollo might never let him 


move on to someone else, if Percy decides he doesn’t want to spend his life 
with him, but for now, without thinking of that hypothetical future... 


Apollo’s wearing him down. 


And what disturbs Percy the most is that he doesn’t have any complaints 
about it yet. 


3. Chapter 3 


The second Percy Jackson asks him to help him shoot an arrow, Apollo cuts 
through all of his stepmother’s meddling to give him his blessing, letting 
the shot burn hot and bright. Artemis lets him know of her annoyance at the 
quick, immediate answer he gives him from across the globe, a simple 
mental image entering his mind’s eye of how ridiculous she thinks he’s 
being. Hera isn’t far behind, but Apollo doesn’t care. 


As soon as Percy has a second to breathe, Apollo materializes beside him 
on his chosen couch. Percy doesn’t even jump, already used to him doing 
this, too tired, but his eyes open and his green gaze is piercing. 


“Percy,” Apollo speaks softly, too aware of Percy’s companions around the 
farmhouse. Grover the satyr sleeps like the devil, but Apollo’s all too aware 
of Nico di Angelo’s swirling dark thoughts, and Annabeth Chase's presence 
giving him a general headache for existing. “This hasn’t been easy on you.” 


Percy tears his eyes away from him and looks at the TV hanging on the 
opposite wall. It’s turned off, but the blank darkness of it seems to help him 
focus. “Why would you leave your cows here?” 


A flash of red-hot rage invades Apollo’s system and it reflects on his skin; 
Percy scoots away from him, just so, so Apollo forces himself to cool off. “I 
never imagined that rat would dare break divine law like this. None of us 
did.” 


“None of you ever think anything through,” Percy sighs, rolling his eyes. 
Apollo should be offended, and perhaps he is, but that emotion is 
overpowered by the resignation of Percy’s tone. He decides remaining quiet 
is the best course of action. 


Percy brings a hand up to rub his eyes, and then turns his head towards 
Apollo looking like he just aged three decades. Apollo knew the weight the 
prophecy would have over Percy, now that it’s fully his, but it’s an entirely 
different thing to see it. 


“Apollo, are you just here to check on me?” 


“T already helped, if that’s what you’re implying.” Apollo raises an 
eyebrow, and Percy presses his lips together because he can’t argue with 
that. “Can’t I be concerned for you?” 


“Things are weird,” Percy shrugs. “I dunno, I just—I’m still getting used to 
you. I don’t know what you want from me. All you do is watch me.” 


“And is that a bad thing?” Apollo asks, letting Percy know through his 
harsh tone that he better watch his answer. “Can’t I be allowed that much?” 


“Being nice to me,” Percy starts, then hesitates. He bites his lip and 
Apollo’s eyes linger longer than they should, which makes him distantly 
aware of what another of his Selfs is doing somewhere far, far away, but 
Percy recaptures his attention, allowing him to stay in the moment. “That’s 
not earning my trust. That isn’t giving me a reason to let you be part of my 
life.” 


“Let me,” Apollo repeats, letting out a humorless chuckle. “Because I need 
permission.” 


“You do,” Percy glares at him, and Apollo frowns, but his goal is to make 
Percy’s remaining months alive count. It wouldn’t do to get pissed; even 
now, Apollo feels the soulbond between them, strong and thick and shining 
bright just like a string from Fate. Percy’s defiance just makes it even 
sweeter to feel, to look at, to taste. “It’s my life. My soul. That’s what I’ve 
been taught, that’s what I’ve believed in for years. Meeting you—it feels 
good. And you aren’t that bad. But that doesn’t mean I have to forget who I 
am without you.” 


The words reverberate inside Apollo’s skull, tugging at old memories, old 
feelings, and kinder, softer things. 


Who was he before his existence started revolving around who he loved, 
and who he didn’t? Who was he before Hyacinthus changed his perspective 
on love, and Daphne cemented it, and Commodus shattered it? 


Percy reminds him of such old thoughts, ancient beliefs, in a way Apollo is 
simply captivated by. He’s a modern demigod through and through, from 
his compassion towards Nico di Angelo to the fact that he isn’t on his knees 
before Apollo right now, bowing to his godly soulmate, trying to pay 
respects. 


But he’s also so much more, and Apollo’s frozen meager little heart melts, 
just a tad, at the thought that all of this fierceness will soon be gone. Dead. 
Buried. Burned away to ashes. 


“T helped you today,” Apollo reiterates, after letting the moment pass. Percy 
nods, but his expression doesn’t soften. Apollo weighs the pros and cons of 
what he wants to say, since he can’t give Percy more information on his 
quest. But, if he’s being quite frank, he couldn’t give less of a fuck about 
Hera. “I wasn’t supposed to, even though you asked me and my sister for 
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“Why did you, then?” Percy asks, instead of the other thousands of 
questions he could’ve posed, because he might not be able to shoot an 
arrow but he most definitely never misses a target. “Why did you bother? 
You didn’t do anything special for me last winter, other than the fast ride, 
and that was for your sister’s sake. What changed?” 


Sometimes Apollo forgets that for all that Percy’s quiet, he’s also one of the 
sharpest mortal minds he’s met in years. “You want my honesty, I suppose.” 


“Yes,” Percy says without hesitation. He crosses his arms. “So?” 


“T’m not certain,” Apollo admits, trying not to grind his teeth. “I just did it. 
Because you asked me to. And...” 


Percy presses, fearless, overbearing like a thunderous storm. “And?” 


Apollo sighs, feeling like something snaps in the back of his mind. Words 
he wasn’t expecting come pouring out, coated with old pain he never 
thought he’d see again, locked in a box as he had it. “And I haven’t done 
anything my soulmates asked of me for thousands of years—I wasn’t able 
to. And then I refused to. Doing this for you felt right.” 


Silence lingers, loud enough that Apollo’s ears start ringing even though the 
satyr—Grover, he’s Grover, and Percy cares about him so Apollo should at 
least jot his name down—is still snoring away on a couch over. Percy’s 
expression gives nothing away, still unrelenting in a way that reminds 
Apollo of Poseidon. And not the one with fishermen hats and Hawaiian 
shirts, but the man that looked him in the eyes and told him he would fight 
him as the Trojan War picked up steam. 


It’s beautiful. It’s terrifying. It makes Apollo realize that Percy holds a 
power over him that he could’ve never anticipated. A part of him dislikes it, 
but another one, louder, bigger, and hungrier, wants to push and push at 
Percy’s buttons until he breaks instead of snarling at him. 


It’s the same feeling that made him end up with Commodus’ neck within 
his grasp. But Percy can’t drown. 


He might be dead by next year, but he can’t drown. And even though he 
isn’t fifteen yet Apollo already knows that Commodus would pale in 
comparison, even at the height of his glory. The fierceness in Percy’s gaze 
isn’t born out of pride, ego, or selfishness. It surges from a wish to protect 
others and himself like nothing Apollo’s seen before, a desire to serve only 
to those who have earned it. 


Can he earn it? He’d like to try. 


A hand unexpectedly slips into his and Apollo tenses up for a second before 
letting Percy’s shy fingers tangle with his own. He hears Percy taking a 
deep breath, and barely resists the urge to mirror him. 


“Now, that,” Percy whispers, squeezing his hand once. “That actually feels 
like a step in the right direction.” 


Apollo smiles despite it all. “I have my charms.” 
Percy lets out what sounds like an attempt at a laugh; Apollo’s never heard 


this sound before, Percy isn’t exactly a walking example of joy, with 
reason. It’s short, low in his throat, a little breathless, and Apollo stares at 


him feeling inspiration fill him like Percy’s a brand new Muse, coming 
from the depths of the ocean to trick him into drowning with his siren song. 


“You should leave,” Percy says, though he doesn’t seem like he truly wants 
him to. But his gaze has turned muddier and Apollo hums, thinking of what 
lies ahead. Not everything is clear; it hasn’t been since his grandfather 
started waking, but he knows Percy will face challenges unthinkable. “I 
should get some rest.” 


“For sure,” Apollo nods, and with his free hand, reaches out and does his 
best to swipe Percy’s hair out of his face, wanting to look at him clearly. 
Percy looks up at him with wide eyes, and Apollo sighs. He allows some 
wisdom to slip through his lips. “In regards to your quest, Percy... think of 
what you know. History loves to repeat itself. You’ll get there eventually.” 


Percy stares at him for a second and then gives him such a sweet smile that 
Apollo wonders whether he’ll ever be worthy of it. “Thank you. What are 
your plans right now?” 


“Look after my cows,” Apollo answers honestly. If Percy hadn’t gotten 
involved with this, if he hadn’t been involved with Percy, he would’ve 
never even bothered to look at this mess. He’s going to have a very, very 
thorough talk with that Ares brat that’s hiding from him somewhere around 
the farm. “Afterwards, I have a date—” 


Apollo snaps his mouth shut. Percy’s hand on his tightens until he seems to 
be unconsciously digging his nails into his skin, and as Apollo looks at him, 
he knows he isn’t imagining the tension in his shoulders. Or, for that matter, 
the angry scowl on his features. 


Percy notices him looking and tries to school his expression into something 
more casual, but it’s much too late and they both know it. Percy, not one to 
back down, addresses it before Apollo can try to. “I didn’t know you were 
looking at other people.” 


“I’m obsessed with you,” Apollo reassures him, and then raises an eyebrow 
at him. Percy’s avoiding his eyes. “You’re also rather young, Perseus. If you 


don’t give yourself over to me because you believe that we aren’t defined 
by our soulmarks, well...” 


“You have no reason not to go on dates,” Percy nods, his tone clipped. He 
lets go of Apollo’s hand like it burns, and it usually does, but not like this. 
Apollo’s fake heart stutters in his chest, and suddenly he doesn’t feel as 
confident about admitting that he’s seeing other people, despite Percy being 
on his mind every day. “You’re god after all, anyways.” 


“Percy—” 


“You should go,” Percy rushes out, not looking at him. “I have a long day 
tomorrow.” 


Apollo stares, feeling like all the progress they made was just erased from 
existence. Percy’s closed in on himself, a defensive tension to his shoulders. 
Apollo knows from the displeased curl of his mouth that he’ll get nowhere 
with this. 


“Okay,” he nods, and stands. Percy just scoots further back onto the couch, 
looking like he’s just going to fall asleep like this, angry and jealous. Apollo 
gives in another inch. “Look out for your dreams, Percy. They won’t be nice 
tonight.” 


Percy’s eyes snap back to his, enrapturing as always. He gives Apollo a dry 
nod. “Thanks.” 


Apollo flashes away, deciding to give Percy his alone time. He’ deal with 
his cows after Percy’s gone off on his quest again. And yet, another thought 
Slips into Apollo’s mind, replaying their interaction. Remembering the 
aggressive flash of Percy’s gaze when Apollo defended himself. 


Some say the sea is possessive and jealous. 


Tums out Apollo has more in common with Percy than he thought. 


Oh. 


Oh, Annabeth Chase’s head would look lovely on a spike, Apollo decides. 


He watches in quiet rage as Percy remains stunned by the kiss she just 
dared plant on him; a solar flare washes over the North Pole and Apollo 
couldn’t give a single flying fuck. He just stares, and stares and stares as 
Percy goes through torture, as he erupts a volcano. 


Apollo watches the destruction and he knows that Percy is made for him 
already, of course, but the results of his untapped potential are like watching 
a train wreck. Something sadistic curls in his chest, and the confirmation 
that this is all his just makes him want to turn Annabeth Chase to ashes 
even more so for stepping out of line. 


And then there’s Calypso. Oh, Calypso. 


“Leave, Apollon,” she spits out, her wind servants pulling at his clothes; she 
doesn’t dare do anything more to him because she knows Apollo would 
actually risk clapping back at her despite his father wanting them all to 
leave her to her lonely, eternal existence. But unlike usual, the knowledge 
of her hatred towards him doesn’t amuse him. He’s too angry. “You cannot 
interfere. This much you know. This is my prison, he will only leave when 
he wishes to, when he’s ready to.” 


“Move aside,” Apollo says, not acknowledging the angry glint in her eyes, 
nor her words. “I will heal him and leave. Best that he doesn’t waste his 
time with you.” 


“Why are you so interested?” Calypso asks, although in reality it is an 
accusation. “You’ve never done this before. Who is he to you?” 


“A subject of the Great Prophecy ruling over us. My prophecy subject,” 
Apollo smiles, deflecting, but Calypso’s eyes narrow as she assesses him. 
“What, woman?” 


“T’m older than you,” Calypso reminds him, but Apollo isn’t scared of this 
fact. It hardly matters. “Do you think I don’t recognize Kronos’ eyes in 
yours, bright one, Zeus’ first-conceived? That obsessive, calculating eye. 
He is dear to you.” 


“Calypso,” Apollo warns her, taking a single step forwards. She takes a 
single step back, still protecting the entrance of the cave where Percy lays. 
“Today I’m not in the mood for this. Let me heal him and [Il leave your 
little sandbox.” 


One of her eyebrows twitches. “No.” 


Apollo can’t stay here for long. He can’t. Calypso’s magic won’t let him 
through into the cave no matter if he tries to flash to Percy’s side, and the 
longer this goes on the more eyes Apollo might draw onto him. He knows 
Hermes and Hephaestus are near-by. So far, he and Percy have done well 
keeping their relationship—or lack thereof—under wraps. He doesn’t plan 
to sacrifice that for the whims of the meaningless daughter of an imprisoned 
titan. 


“You’ll heal him under my instruction,” Apollo compromises. Calypso 
looks disgusted by the implication, but all he has to do is let her see the 
golden eyes she claims to know, and her expression turns serious. “I will be 
watching you.” 


His treatment plan for Percy is, of course, perfect. Calypso doesn’t allow 
him near him, but this is quite enough for now. There is much yet to come 
and to worry about. Typhon might wake up soon. There’s an ominous 
feeling settling in his gut. 


The couple times Percy has opened his eyes, Apollo’s let him know with a 
tiny nudge of his mind that he is present, so he won’t forget about him. If 
Hera wants to give Percy the choice to stay, to waste time, if the Fates want 
to devise this delay, then Apollo will make it as hard as possible for 
Calypso to have a real grip on him. 


“You’ve changed,” Calypso says to him, around a week into caring for 
Percy from afar. “Or perhaps it’s more accurate to say that you want to.” 


Want. Apollo is intimately familiar with that word, but he’s never thought 
about it like this before. He can’t even tell Calypso that she’s wrong, 
regardless of if it’s true or not; the ice around his heart is dripping, and he’s 
afraid of what will be revealed when it all melts off. 


“T don’t know about that,” Apollo confesses, ignoring the pull in his gut. 
“Hurry up with that tea. My time here is over.” 


That night, Apollo leaves Percy to recover, and he spends hours in the 
dreams of his children at Cabin Seven. Just in case. 


Percy watches the golden shrouds of Cabin Seven bum and feels a 
hollowness in his chest unlike anything he’s experienced before. 


His mind takes him back to Calypso’s island and those slow, tortuous weeks 
of healing, the feeling of heat spreading through his chest, Calypso’s soft 
hands, a constant stare over his skin. Percy can’t help but wonder where 
Apollo is now, whether he knows about the funeral—whether he cares that 
there’s one at all. 


Annabeth is angry at him but Percy doesn’t have the emotional availability 
to get himself to care, even though he probably should. She isn’t the only 
one suffering and usually he wouldn’t think like this, but Percy can’t help it 
if his heart keeps stuttering every time he remembers the last conversation 
he had with Apollo before everything went to shit. 


So Percy doesn’t tell anyone about his birthday party, just trying to ground 
himself back in reality, shoving the smell of smoke, burning fabric and the 
sight of all those shrouds far into the back of his mind. He wants to just 
have a quiet time with his mom, Paul, and Tyson. Nothing else. 


Which is why he’s more than a little concerned when Poseidon decides to 
knock on their door. Percy stands frozen, looking between him, and mom 
and Paul. 


Poseidon hums, looking at how mom is squeezing Paul’s hand hard enough 
that her knuckles go white. “You’re looking as beautiful as ever, Sally.” 


Percy decides he does not want to be present for whatever might happen 
between the three of them, but since he is, he interferes before Poseidon can 
call Paul a blowfish again. They talk. For the first time ever since he's met 


Poseidon, he feels like his father might truly love him, in whatever way he 
can. 


Poseidon pats him on the back. “I should go—” 


The doorbell rings again. Poseidon’s expression freezes up and then turns 
into a scowl, eyes glinting with what appears to be recognition. 


“Percy?” Mom calls from the kitchen. “Did you invite anyone else?” 


“That’s a good question,” Poseidon says, and Percy swallows and rushes 
out of the kitchen, looking at where Paul and Tyson are staring at the door. 
Paul seems confused, Tyson seems uneasy, his nose twitching, and 
Poseidon follows him like a shadow, his good nature gone. His tone is 
angry when he speaks. “Percy, why is A—?” 


“Give me a second,” Percy blurts out, his heart racing in his chest, not 
meeting his mom’s eyes, all but running towards the front door. He opens it 
and then slams it shut, not bothering to look at the other side. 


That was a big mistake, because the second Percy turns, he finds himself 
crowded up against the door by the sky blue eyes, the sun kissed skin, and 
golden locks of his soulmate; Apollo in his eighteen-years-old yet ancient 
glory, heat emanating from his skin so hot that Percy’s already sweating. 


“Perseus,” Apollo raises a single perfect eyebrow, tilting his head to the 
side. Then, Apollo smiles, bright and cheeky, and actually leans in and 
plants a kiss against his cheek. Percy lets out a pitiful, embarrassing, high- 
pitched noise that he hopes no one else ever hears. “Happy birthday.” 


“What are you doing here?” Percy asks, feeling deja vu washing over him 
as he remembers asking the same question last winter. Apollo just smiles 
wider, eyes dancing with mischief. Percy glares. “Apollo, my dad is here, 
what are you—?” 


“We have things to talk about,” Apollo interrupts, crossing his arms. 
There’s a tension to his shoulders and a forced lightheartedness that makes 


Percy swallow, cautious, his fight or flight instinct all but screaming at him. 
“Tt’s not like your father got an invitation to your party, did he?” 


“He didn’t,” Percy confirms, and frowns at him. “You didn’t either.” 


Apollo freezes up, the way he usually does around Percy. Like he’s not used 
to being talked back to, but can’t be bothered to do anything about it—like 
he’s taken by surprise, yet doesn’t find himself hating that. “Now I also 
need an invitation to see you, on top of needing your permission to be part 
of your life?” 


“Those go hand in hand,” Percy points out, and Apollo finally drops his 
smile, taking a single step back. His whole face changes with it; still too 
handsome, too symmetrical, too eye-catching, there’s somehow a muteness 
to it, a tired look to his eyes, a downward twist to his mouth that Percy has 
never seen before. “Are you still upset that I have boundaries?” 


“Upset?” Apollo repeats, raising his eyebrows, letting out a humorless 
chuckle as he shakes his head. “Yeah, let’s go with that. But that’s a funny 
word, Percy. Boundaries. Did you have boundaries when you let Annabeth 
Chase kiss you?” 


Percy’s blood rushes to his cheeks, and he leans off the front door, equal 
parts embarrassed and angry. “You were watching that?” 


“I’ve told you,” Apollo narrows his eyes. “I’m always watching you.” 


“That’s fucking creepy, for the record,” Percy snaps out, the curse slipping 
from his lips from the sudden rush of adrenaline in his veins. “And it isn’t 
like I knew she was going to do that! How was I supposed to know?” 


“Please,” Apollo snorts, smiling, but it’s a twisted sight, all wrong, angry 
and cruel. “Like she wasn’t the number one concern in your mind last 
winter—” 


“She was kidnapped. She’s my friend,” Percy interrupts, and watches 
Apollo roll his eyes, looking off to the side. There’s a weight over his chest 
and something about Apollo is so, so off that it makes him feel off kilter 


too. “What is wrong with you? What gave you the impression I wanted to 
see you today?” 


“Nothing,” Apollo huffs out a laugh, shaking his head again, running a hand 
through his hair. He’s looking at the floor with eyes that scream of 
frustration and confusion, beneath a glint of rage that makes Percy feel like 
there’s a ravine between them with no bridge. “Absolutely nothing, and 
maybe I was foolish to think that it would be different after our last 
conversation—” 


“What do you mean by that?” Percy rushes out, his heart climbing up into 
his throat. Apollo’s jaw clenches and he can almost physically see him 
forcing whatever honesty is hiding behind his words back into himself, 
behind a wall of ice, because that’s how Apollo’s quiet anger feels; white- 
hot, despite being the god of the sun, despite everything about him singing 
heat and warmth. “We last spoke before I blew up Mt. St. Helens. You were 
going on a date and you told me I wasn’t enough for you. And now you’re 
mad that Annabeth kissed me?” 


“T never said that,” Apollo retorts, and his eyes flash; perhaps it’s the light, 
perhaps it’s his feelings shining through, but Percy sees gold and his breath 
catches, suddenly remembering they share a place in their family tree, 
remembering his own feelings of rage and possessiveness when Apollo told 
him about that date. “I would never say that my soulmate isn’t enough for 
me. Ever. You’re made for me. But it seems that is not the case for you.” 


“Are you joking?” Percy asks, his voice rising just-so, the way it rarely ever 
does. “You’re the one going on dates! You’re the god between us! You’re 
the one that’s had hundreds if not thousands of soulmates and have ignored 
them for centuries! While I’ve only got one! And it doesn’t even matter 
because something is going to happen when I turn sixteen and my life will 
mean nothing to you!” 


Apollo snaps his head fully towards him and before Percy can process 
what’s going on his back meets the hallway’s wall. Hard. He only narrowly 
avoids hitting his head but that’s because Apollo’s grabbed his chin and 
pulled him in and all Percy can see is gold hair and gold eyes and pink lips 


Apollo’s thumb presses, hot enough that it burns, against his bottom lip, his 
nail digging in on his upper. His voice comes out so low, it’s barely above a 
hiss, and his tone speaks of anger unlike anything Percy’s ever witnessed. 
“This is mine.” 


Percy just stares, wide eyed, cringing as his lips burn. Apollo’s other hand 
grabs his waist and presses him back until he’s as closely crowded against 
the wall as he can be, and Percy feels like his whole body is being lit on 
fire. 


“Your soul is mine,” Apollo continues, his gaze sharp, practically talking 
through his teeth. “Your life is mine. You think I don’t care? Tell me, Percy, 
do you think I would be bothering with a soulmate that has an expiration 
date shorter than average if I didn’t find something about you helplessly 
fascinating?” 


Percy swallows, and his voice comes out shaky. “I don’t know. I don’t 
know you, Apollo.” 


“You don’t,” Apollo nods in agreement, and like a string being cut, Apollo’s 
anger retreats, sucking away the heat between them as he steps back, his 
hands dropping to his sides. But Percy feels the burns throbbing and 
stinging and he knows he will never be able to forget this feeling. “You 
don’t know the parts of me I’ve refused to show you. You don’t know what 
power you have over me—I want to tear you apart.” 


Apollo pauses, but Percy remains speechless. Apollo runs a hand through 
his hair and sighs. “I want to tear you apart and be the one to put you back 
together, Percy. I want you to need, to want nothing else but me.” 


“IT can’t do that,” Percy says, lips trembling. “Apollo, I can’t do that. I’m 
more than just your soulmate. I have friends, and a brother, and my mom 


“T know,” Apollo nods, looking at the door of Percy’s home with something 
too close to longing, too close to heartbreak for Percy’s heart not to squeeze 
in his chest. “I want to take you away from them. And I could. Right now. 
Nothing stops me.” 


“Except for me,” Percy spells it out. Apollo presses his lips together. “The 
only thing stopping you is that I don’t want you to.” 


“T’ve tried to take my soulmates by force before,” Apollo’s expression goes 
dark, perhaps with memories, but it vanishes just as quickly as it came. 
“T’ve loved and lost too many times. I’ve forced their hand too many times. 
I decided not caring was for the best. I decided leaving them alone was for 
the best. I decided taking them wouldn’t make a difference. But Percy, 
you’re barely becoming a man by ancient standards today. A Great 
Prophecy belongs to you. And I’m...” 


Apollo drifts off, but Percy hears it in the air between them. “You’re tired of 
not caring.” 


“T’m tired in general,” Apollo admits, closing his eyes for a brief moment. 
When he opens them again, he’s frowning, but in a thoughtful, calm manner 
that reminds Percy that he’s not all heat and light. Apollo is also knowledge 
and logic, and critical, artistic thought. “You asked me to give you a reason 
to trust me, once.” 


“T did,” Percy nods. He feels breathless, wide-eyed, like a rug has just been 
pulled out from under his feet. “You haven’t earned it yet.” 


“Instead of taking you, then,” Apollo sighs, and actually hesitates, looking 
at the door to his home again. It seems to give him the determination he 
needs, because when he next meets Percy’s eyes, they’re smoldering again, 
closer to the image of him that he’s used to seeing. “I can give you 
something no one else will. Not yet.” 


Percy clenches his jaw. “And what is that?” 


Apollo raises a single eyebrow, just as the door to the apartment opens and 
Poseidon walks out with a scowl. “The truth about your fate.” 


“What,” Poseidon snaps, looking straight at Apollo. “Is going on here?” 


“Oh, uncle,” Apollo says, smiling, rather casually. As if he just didn’t take 
Percy’s breath away in all the ways Percy thought possible and even more. 


“You don’t have to pretend you weren’t eavesdropping.” 


“Percy,” Mom calls from behind Poseidon, walking around him to get to 
him. She barely spares Apollo a glance, though, over her shoulder, Percy 
sees Paul frowning at the eighteen-year-old having a staring contest with his 
dad. “Baby, are you okay? You have... a sunburn?” 


If possible, Poseidon frowns even harder. “Apollo—” 


“Poseidon and Apollo?” Paul asks, confused, though no one pays him any 
mind. “Uncle?” 


“T was just leaving,” Apollo speaks up, centering the attention on himself 
like it’s nothing, and Percy admits he stares too hard at him, letting his eyes 
linger too much. Apollo’s eyes flash to meet his gaze and he winks. “Unless 
Percy doesn’t want me to.” 


Poseidon turns to Percy like he’s going to start hyperventilating. “What—?” 


“He’s my soulmate,” Percy blurts out, and watches everyone freeze. Even 
Apollo looks wildly taken aback, not so smug now, but Percy doesn’t care. 
This is too much. He wanted a quiet birthday. “Dad, I think you should 
leave now.” 


“Percy—” Poseidon tries, but mom turns to him with a vicious glare and his 
words die on his tongue. He looks between the two of them and sighs in 
defeat, and throws one last dirty look at Apollo. “We will be talking about 
this, Phoebus.” 


“Atlantis awaits, uncle,” Apollo says, his tone deadpan, and Poseidon looks 
like he might start strangling him any second now. “I will see you when the 
time is due.” 


Poseidon leaves down the hallway, and then the four of them stand there in 
silence, unsure of how to proceed. Paul, brave soul that he is, is the one to 
break the silence. 


“So,” he starts. “Anyone want to explain to me how Percy’s soulmate is his 
cousin over cake?” 


They don’t, and Paul seems rather okay with that, which at least gives Percy 
the relief that he won’t run away screaming when they finally tell him the 
full truth. Maybe he’ ll just run away quietly instead. 


Apollo introduces himself to his mom, shoots a considering look at Paul, 
and winces at the fact that Tyson is a cyclops. 


“Bad memories,” he mumbles, a big, heavy hand on Percy’s shoulder. Mom 
hands him a piece of cake and very pointedly gestures at that hand with her 
eyes until Apollo slides it off. He tries the cake, despite being visibly 
reluctant—and then he moans practically into Percy’s ear, making his face 
so red that Percy feels like one of his dumb cows. “Sally Jackson, are you a 
witch?” 


“Uh,” Mom lets out, looking like she isn’t sure whether Apollo will smite 
her or bless her. Percy isn’t too sure himself, so he reaches out and grabs 
Apollo’s wrist, just in case. “No?” 


“This is fantastic,” Apollo looks down at his plate as if shocked at the 
words coming out of his mouth, then looks up at mom again. He has a glint 
in his eyes that Percy does not like. “Tell me, are you interested in—” 


He doesn’t need to hear any more; Percy pulls harder at Apollo’s wrist and 
pulls him into his bedroom, taking the plate from his hand and abandoning 
it on the coffee table despite his protests. No one tries to stop him. “We’re 
not done talking.” 


As soon as his bedroom door closes, Apollo unexpectedly corners him 
against his desk and pats his chest. Percy blushes even harder than before. 
“What the fuck—” 


Apollo sticks his hand into his breast pocket and pulls out a familiar cloth. 
He unwraps it, looking completely unimpressed as he reveals Calypso’s 
parting gift. Apollo meets his eyes. “She never knows when to quit.” 


Percy stares, and then snatches the moonlace out of Apollo’s hand, turning 
towards his fire escape. Apollo follows him out and watches him plant it 
with an upturned nose, but seemingly knows what’s good for him, since he 
says nothing. “She’s locked up on an island for no good reason.” 


“Enough of that,” Apollo says, which is probably for the best. The last thing 
they need is more arguing. “Will you hear the prophecy?” 


Percy hesitates. “Are you seriously just doing this to get me to trust you?” 


“No.” Apollo pauses for several moments, arms crossed, and then shakes 
his head. “You’ve been kept in the dark too long. I will admit, I wouldn’t 
care if it wasn’t you. But it is. And...” 


There it is, that same hesitance from earlier. Like Apollo wants to fight 
showing any degree of real emotion, of real tenderness. Percy pushes. 
“And?” 


“You’re good, Percy,” Apollo breathes out, not looking at him. “You’re 
kind. But you’re also the Greekest demigod I’ve seen in thousands of years. 
I do not deserve you, yet you make me want to. So this... this is the clearest 
way I can get that across. You deserve to know what Fate is asking you to 
face.” 


“Won’t that mess with everything?” Percy asks. There’s a flicker of doubt in 
his mind, but also a hungry desire to know. He sits down on his window 
frame, and Apollo follows suit. They’re much too big for it, side by side as 
they are, so their hips and shoulders brush, and their faces are too close 
together as they look at each other. “Won’t that change Fate?” 


“No,” Apollo shakes his head. “The answers you will need will reveal 
themselves in due time. Some things can’t be hurried. Just because you 
shuffle a deck of cards it doesn’t mean its content changes.” 


“Okay,” Percy lets a shaky breath out, nodding. He closes his eyes and 
nods, thinking again of those shrouds, Kronos’ eyes in Luke’s face. Dread 
settles in his stomach, but he pushes through it. “Okay, I’m ready.” 


Apollo doesn’t give him a single pause. 


“A half-blood of the eldest gods, shall reach sixteen against all odds, and 
see the world in endless sleep.” It starts, and the pit in Percy’s stomach 
grows even deeper. “The hero’s soul, cursed blade shall reap—” 


Percy takes a sharp breath. His heart rushes to his throat and he’s thankful 
that he hasn’t had any cake. “No—” 


Apollo squeezes his hand. His shoulders are low, defeated. The tiredness 
Percy noticed before is now painted plain over his features, and for the first 
time since they met, Percy feels like he understands that look in his eyes; 
it’s pain, of the oldest kind. The type that can only surge from the feeling of 
your soulmate dying on you. 


Over and over for thousands of years, regardless of if you loved them or 
not. 


“A single choice shall end his days,” Apollo continues, his voice softening, 
and Percy feels so, so stupid. “Olympus... to preserve or raze.” 


Tears spring in his eyes and Percy doesn’t fight it as Apollo wipes them. He 
can’t bring himself to speak as his world-view readjusts. His exchange with 
his dad earlier. The way Annabeth and Chiron always look at him as if he’s 
already dead. Apollo’s raw desperation and obsession with him. 


He lets out a wet laugh. “Is this why you decided I was worth it? Because 
I’m gonna die anyways, no matter what happens?” 


Apollo sighs. “Perhaps it started out like that. But I’ve always thought it 
unfair. I’ve always wanted to take you away from all this and make you 
mine. It’d be simpler. I’ve always wanted to make it worth it... but I’ve 
come to realize every choice hangs on you. Everything does.” 


“Thank you for telling me,” Percy says, and finds that he means it. Grief 
threatens to tear his heart apart already and he can barely think through this 
realization. He’ll be mad later, he knows it. Rage wants to break out 


through his shock and sadness. But right now he has Apollo’s hand in his 
and the other is caressing his cheek and this, this— 


This wouldn’t be so bad. 
“Percy,” Apollo speaks up. “Did you know them?” 


Somehow, he knows exactly what he means, and the anger in his chest 
threatens to boil over. He’ll die to raze or preserve Olympus. Like every 
single other demigod has. And in return they don’t even get a phone call 
from their absent parents when they need it. “I knew Lee.” 


“IT see,” Apollo nods, letting out a shaky breath. Percy squeezes his hand, 
and then they sit there together, grieving, mourning. Something has 
irreversibly changed between them, and Percy likes it more than whatever it 
was before. Finally, Apollo nudges him with his shoulder. “Come on. Let’s 
go back inside. You have a visitor.” 


Nico di Angelo is awkward, and owes Percy a lot. But he’s still just a kid 
who’s trying his best, so Percy gives him cake, lets his mom fuss over him, 
and when it’s time, they return to the fire escape. Apollo never leaves, and 
never drops his hand. 


Nico’s offer sounds like the worst thing Percy’s ever heard. 


“Okay,” Percy nods, clenching his jaw, the prophecy replaying over and 
over in his head. “I'll do it.” 


Apollo sags with relief. He brings a hand up, and shamelessly runs it 
through Percy’s hair, something heavy in his gaze. “And so the war 
begins.” 


4. Chapter 4 


It’s his mom and Paul’s wedding and the Muses are singing. 


“Percy,” Apollo slides up to his side, holding a champagne glass. He 
instantly slips it into Percy’s hand, to which he raises an eyebrow at Apollo. 
Apollo winks. “You have to try this.” 


“T agree with him on that front,” Rachel comments, no doubt just to bother 
him, digging her elbow into his side. Percy barely feels it, but he winces 
like he did for the sake of appearances, pretending that he doesn’t blush 
under Apollo’s appreciative gaze. “Like, dude, I’m not saying break the 
law, but if my rich parents can get away with having friends that bottle feed 
their babies herbal vitamins instead of vaccinating them—” 


“That is hardly related,’ Apollo breaks in, shooting an amused smile 
Rachel’s way. She also blushes under his gaze, which at least gives Percy 
the reassurance that he isn’t the only one in the room that thinks the way 
Apollo’s suit jacket hugs his shoulders is absolutely criminal. “Now I’m 
concerned about whether you got vaccinated—but what Rachel means, 
Percy, is that you must try everything once.” 


They both ignore the elephant in the room that Rachel is not aware of, 
which is that Percy will be dead come his sixteenth birthday. So, he might 
as well. “I hate you both.” 


“I’m gonna go get more appetizers,” Rachel pats his shoulder and 
practically dances away, cutting through the dance floor. Percy catches sight 
of mom trying to teach both Grover and Tyson how to dance and sighs. 


“T think I like Rachel,” Apollo comments, standing just a little closer to 
him. An arm comes up around his waist and Percy instinctively tenses up at 
how it brushes his lower back, sending a spark up and down his spine, 
spreading warmth through his whole body. 


Ever since he bathed in the Styx (after a couple months of Nico snooping 
around to find Luke’s mother and Apollo giving them hints that he 


shouldn’t) Percy’s run colder than he remembers feeling in his whole life. 
Apollo knows, because he knows everything there is to know about him by 
now, so when Percy leans into his side he doesn’t hesitate before he’s 
heating up his body in an attempt to feed him warmth. 


He’s not sure whether Apollo knows how much he appreciates it, and 
Percy’s also not sure of how to bring it up. A lot of their communication 
goes unspoken these days; they exchange glances and it’s like they already 
know everything the other wants to say. 


He’s tuming sixteen in barely a couple months. The camp missions have 
been exhausting and Percy’s told no one but Chiron about the dip in the 
Styx. He’s also told no one he knows the details of the prophecy. Percy’s 
never had this many secrets before, and he’s not sure he likes it, but at least 
mom and Paul know most of them. Rachel and Apollo have kept his sanity 
intact ever since his fifteenth birthday, but so have his parents. 


“Of course you like her. She’s not Annabeth,” Percy mumbles, hesitantly 
bringing the champagne up to his lips. He takes a whiff of it and winces, 
and then has a single sip. Percy grimaces as it bubbles on his tongue, then 
swallows. “That wasn’t so bad.” 


“T’ve got nothing against Annabeth,” Apollo lies, making Percy frown at 
him. Apollo grimaces. “Okay, maybe I do, but that’s only in relation to you. 
I couldn’t care less about her otherwise. And I’m glad you like the 
champagne.” 


“T feel like that’s your opinion about everything these days,” Percy rolls his 
eyes, but his voice is soft. Apollo squeezes his hip and Percy sighs again. 
“You don't care unless I’m involved.” 


“No one cares about anything unless you’re involved, Percy,” Apollo points 
out, and he has to admit he’s right. The last year has been hard on everyone, 
and he’s starting to feel like the weight of the sky has nothing on this new 
reality of his. “But I, especially, well... can you blame me?” 


He can’t. Ever since his last birthday, Apollo’s slowly torn down his walls, 
one by one. He’s always worm his heart on his sleeve, but his real 


vulnerability is something Percy’s only caught glimpses of when Apollo is 
just looking at him, staring. He’s seen him yearning, longing, and pining. 
Wanting, yet respecting Percy’s distance. 


They’re not anything official; he thinks they’re both scared of something 
like that, knowing he has so little time left. And there’s whatever Annabeth 
asks of him, whenever Percy is at camp, or whenever she’s in New York. 
Rachel had met Apollo and promptly gotten over whatever crush she had on 
him; sometimes Percy catches them exchanging looks like they know 
something he doesn’t, and by this point he’s gotten so used to it that Percy 
doesn’t question it anymore. 


Perhaps sensing he’s sent Percy spiraling on accident, Apollo leans in and 
whispers in his ear, his voice a soft murmur. “Care for a dance to get your 
mind off things?” 


“T have two left feet,” Percy says, and takes another sip of champagne. 
“Okay, but we’re avoiding the photographer.” 


“Deal,” Apollo nods and grabs Percy's neglected champagne glass, downing 
it in one go before abandoning it on a table as they walk past. “We’re gonna 
have fun, okay?” 


Percy nods. “I can try.” 


Later that night, Percy is alone at home for what will be the whole 
weekend, while mom and Paul stay in Montauk for their honeymoon. Percy 
tries not to think about how weird it is that mom met Poseidon in Montauk 
and now she’s taking Paul there, and it’s easy, since Apollo keeps him 
company. 


It’s been a long day, and he’s so happy; Percy never thought he’d have an 
actual dad, and now he does. He never thought he’d see his mom being that 
happy again, but the thought of the prophecy slips in again and he can’t 
help but feel guilty. 


He never told mom or Paul the exact lines of the prophecy, or that he would 
die. They don’t know he will not be here in a few months, and Percy stands 


in front of his sink, holding his toothbrush after having wiped his mouth 
with grief washing over him. Percy tears up but forces the moistness out 
with a few hard blinks. 


Apollo’s sitting on his bed when he comes out of the bathroom, still in his 
suit. He takes a single look at Percy and frowns, concern twisting his 
beautiful features. “Are you okay?” 


The Styx took something out of Percy that he doesn’t think he’ll ever 
recover. He doesn’t know what okay is anymore. But standing in his 
pajamas, looking right at Apollo’s open, honest blue eyes, he thinks it might 
be something decently close to this easiness, to the almost helpless way 
Percy shrugs and decides to make a request that’s been nagging him ever 
since he first met Apollo. 


“You know where my soulmark is,” Percy says, hating the choked-off 
sound of his voice because there’s still a knot in his throat, but Apollo’s 
quiet nod reassures him. “Can I see yours?” 


Apollo regards him for a second and then smiles. “Of course.” 


Percy watches as Apollo takes off his jacket and starts unbuttoning his shirt, 
revealing miles of golden, unblemished skin. He moves feeling like he’s 
having an out of body experience, sitting down beside him and taking in his 
fill of the sight. 


After all, he’ll be dead in a few months. Who knows when he’! be able to 
look at Apollo like this again? 


Percy flushes when Apollo stands and undoes his belt, but doesn’t look 
away. Apollo only lowers his pants enough to reveal the full mark, standing 
in front of Percy, and he doesn’t hesitate as he reaches out and traces a 
single finger over the Ancient Greek of his name, the ugly chicken scrawl 
in English of his last name. Sparks shoot up his arm from the touch, and 
Percy thinks it’s really ironic how Apollo is the only one that can make him 
feel anything at all anymore. 


“Tt’s kinda awful,” Percy confesses, and Apollo laughs, but he shrugs with a 
nod. Percy stops staring at his smile to look at the mark again, and tilts his 
head with a frown when he notices the color. “Mine’s a little more... shiny.” 


Apollo’s smile drops, and Percy gets a sinking feeling. “When you dipped 
in the Styx...” 


“Oh,” Percy lets out, and drops his hand. The mark isn’t gray, it isn’t faded, 
but it’s muted in a way Percy has never seen before. Considering how he’s 
felt ever since he anchored himself to the thought of his mom, to camp, to 
his home, well—it shouldn’t be a surprise, and perhaps it isn’t, but Percy 
still feels the pressure in his chest, his heart trying to crawl out of his throat. 
“Did... did it hurt?” 


“A little,’ Apollo nods, and brings his pants up again. He falls back on the 
bed next to Percy, sitting down with a heavy sigh he can relate to. A hand 
runs through his hair, warm and grounding, but tears are prickling at his 
eyes again. “Percy, it’s okay, it’s not like the pain of a full death—” 


“I’m sorry,” Percy blurts out, shaking his head, rubbing his eyes. He lets 
Apollo shush him, lets him pull his head to rest on top of his shoulder and 
his arms to wrap around him, but the helplessness never leaves him. “I’m so 
sorry. I never wanted to put you through that. I’m sorry. You’ve felt that 
pain enough, I didn’t mean to—” 


“Percy,” Apollo cuts in softly, hands coming to hold his face, thumbs 
wiping his tears. Apollo looks torn. Like he wants nothing more than to 
make it all better, and this is a look he’s familiar with but it rings so 
different now. Before, it was cold, calculated. Now, it makes Percy feel 
warm inside, as Apollo’s eyes reveal genuine emotion instead of being 
performative. “As much as it pains me to admit it, there are some things 
that are more important than our bond. There are some things worth saving. 
This way... it’s the lesser evil.” 


“And we aren’t worth saving?” Percy asks, and he knows it’s an unfair 
question as it leaves his lips, but he can’t help it. Apollo takes a deep breath 
and Percy reaches out, tangling his fingers in his curls. “We have to be the 
sacrifice?” 


Apollo stares at him and shoulders sag. “I told you being my soulmate 
brought nothing good, Percy. I’m the one who’s sorry.” 


“1’m gonna make it work,” Percy presses his lips together, blinking away 
more tears. “I don’t know how, but I will.” 


“Don’t put that pressure on yourself, Percy,” Apollo shakes his head. 
“Please. You know I will have to let you go eventually anyways. Mortals... 
you grow old. You die. Or you change your mind.” 


“Who could ever leave you?” Percy asks, watching Apollo’s expression 
break. “How could anyone ever leave you?” 


“You know who,” Apollo whispers back, centuries of heartbreaking in his 
eyes. “You know how. You know why. I’ve done wrong. I’ve been done 
wrong. I can’t change that. You can’t change that. The present can’t change 
the past.” 


“T would stay if I could,” Percy says, and Apollo freezes up, starts shaking 
his head at him with eyes that are quickly watering. “I mean it. I’d stay if I 
could.” 


“Percy, you’re fifteen,” Apollo lets out a short breathless laugh. “You don’t 
know that.” 


“Maybe,” Percy shrugs. “But that’s how I feel. And you can’t change that 
either.” 


Apollo stares down at him like he doesn’t know what to do with him. It’s 
not often that Percy renders Apollo speechless, but when he does it’s always 
like this; like he can’t quite believe his eyes. The silence between them 
builds and Percy’s eyes wander over Apollo’s visage, committing it to 
memory. 


Percy’s eyes land on his lips, pink and soft-looking. He remembers Apollo 
saying earlier that he should try everything once, and he’s licking his lips 
and surging forwards before he’s really thought it through. 


Apollo pulls back and sets his hands on his shoulders to stop him. “Percy. I 
can’t.” 


Trying not to feel rejected, Percy frowns. “Why?” 


“Because I won’t want to let you go,” Apollo says, his gaze even, looking 
right through Percy, cutting through him the way no blade can anymore. 
“Because I won’t be able to let you go. Perhaps I’m being selfish, but... I 
already have an idea of what it’ll feel like to lose you from your dip in the 
Styx, and I don’t think I could take this, Percy.” 


Despite the hurt that squeezes his heart, Percy nods. He understands. “Will 
you stay over, at least?” 


“On the couch,” Apollo nods, wrinkling his nose at the thought, as always. 
“Anything for you, though.” 


It’s generous that he can say that after rejecting him so efficiently, but Percy 
doesn't get hung up on that. He doesn’t want to give Apollo more pain. 


An hour later, Percy is tossing and turning in bed, willing sleep to take him. 
Despite how inappropriate it must look from an outside perspective, he 
can’t help but trace the soulmark on the inside of his thigh, feeling the slight 
texture change. He tries not to think of all the marks Apollo’s felt fade, 
what he’ feel when Percy’s gone. 


Percy closes his eyes, and just for a second, wishes for a better future. 


Percy’s mission with Hephaestus’ son succeeds in all the wrong ways. But 
Apollo can’t spare a second to go to him and comfort him, this time, not 
with his sister having sent her hunters out with strict orders and Typhon 
raging across the United States. He’d said goodbye to Percy when the time 
was right, knowing there was a possibility he wouldn’t see him alive ever 
again. 


He didn’t kiss him, despite wanting to. Apollo can’t quite pinpoint when he 
became this weak, this soft, but there’s hardly anything he can do about it 


now. 


“Has he been worth it?” Artemis asks, taking stock of her arrows, polishing 
her bow. All fake niceties, really, because it won’t be a quiver she pulls the 
arrows from when they’re facing down Typhon, but Apollo won’t judge her. 
They all have their ways to deal with stress. “Did you have enough of 
him?” 


“No,” Apollo answers honestly. “I’ve barely had any of him, actually. Not 
for who he is. Not for what I want.” 


Artemis pauses and looks at him, expression pulled into a frown. “How will 
you recover from this, brother? You pretend it’s not the case, but I can tell 
Percy Jackson has gotten under your skin like no one else has.” 


“T don’t know,” Apollo swallows, looking away from her inquisitive, almost 
accusatory gaze. “I suppose we will find out.” 


It’s not the answer she wants but it’s the one she’ll get, and this much 
Artemis can understand. Some things Apollo can’t say out loud, can’t find 
the words to express. Percy’s awoken him from a terrible, terrible slumber, 
got him out of a rut that lasted thousands of years, and he doesn’t know 
what he’|I do without him to act as an anchor. 


A part of him still longs to run away. Percy would be happy in Delos. 
Apollo would make sure of it. If he made him immortal right this second, 
Apollo would be dooming them all to a far more terrible outcome in regards 
to the prophecy, but Percy would be worth it. 


He would be worth it, and he would hate Apollo if he did it. 
“You’re already mourning him,” Artemis points out. “Aren’t you?” 


“Yes,” Apollo agrees, closing his eyes with a sigh. “I don’t think I’ll ever 
stop.” 


She doesn’t approve. Apollo doesn’t think she ever will. But Artemis 
reaches out and grasps his shoulder. She doesn’t say a thing, but Apollo 


takes a deep, deep breath. She lets it out with him, and somehow, that’s 
enough. 


The battle wears down on him like nothing has before. It's so different to 
fight now, compared to how it was at the height of their worship, when 
civilization as a whole knew their names and devoted themselves to 
spreading them. So much is better, so much is worse, but all Apollo decides 
to do is focus on his arrows, his chariot, his bow. He feels a splitting 
headache for most of it; the scent of prophecy fills his lungs and every 
choice Percy makes causes his soulmark to throb as Fate slowly arranges 
itself to please them, the loom weaving non-stop. 


Rome is calling him, as well. It's invoking all of them, really, but the augur 
is insistent and so is the legion itself, but neither him nor any of his fellow 
Olympians leave, not even trying to split. There will be no room to help if 
Olympus falls. Beyond that, his domain of soulmates sends shivers up and 
down his spine as pairs die. He feels the deaths of every single one of his 
children and sees the tears in Artemis' eyes from afar as the same happens 
to her hunters. 


He doesn't know how much time has passed, how many times he's gone 
from rage to despair to blood thirst, but Apollo smells sea salt and ozone in 
the air and doesn't have to be told what to do when it becomes clear that 
Poseidon has arrived. He helps his uncle drag Typhon into the sea, and 
allows anxiety to settle deep into his essence when Poseidon meets his eyes 
and raises his eyebrows. 


“He sat on my seat of power,” he says, and gods can't have heart attacks, 
but Apollo feels like he's having one. “Was that your idea?” 


“Uncle, I don't know how to tell you this,” Apollo confesses. “But Percy's 
more insane than I'll ever be.” 


“Stop gossiping!” Zeus calls, to which he and Poseidon exchange 
exasperated looks. “We still have Kronos to deal with!” 


Apollo's heart drops to the bottom of his stomach and he can't find it in 
himself to feel anything other than horrified. Percy is holding down Kronos. 


Percy is waiting for them. Percy's counting on them and Apollo has never 
felt more useless in his life even as he flashes as fast as possible. He tries to 
peek into the future, interpreting the lines now that everything's been 
revealed—but he feels a cold, invisible hand warp around the back of his 
neck, the Fates blocking him from it. The tapestry isn't finished. There's still 
a choice to be made. 


There's nothing more terrifying than walking in on Annabeth Chase bent 
over a body, bawling her eyes out with the kind of pain that Apollo knows 
all too well. She is such an eye-catching sight that Apollo would've missed 
Percy and assumed the worst, if the sight of him standing and turning 
towards them wasn't a miracle in and of itself. 


There's a look of wonder in Percy’s features, underneath the grief. 
“Percy,” Poseidon calls. “What... what is this?” 


Percy glances over all of them, late arrivals, useless pawns of Fate. His eyes 
lock on Apollo and he watches Percy take a deep breath, lips trembling. He 
can almost hear him thinking the same thing Apollo is. 


He's alive. He looks like shit, someone else’s blood all over his shredded 
clothes and face, not a scratch on him. Percy has eye bags and he's paler 
than he should be but he's alive and Apollo didn't know that was a 
possibility. He hoped, somewhere deep in his chest, that there'd be another 
ending. 


He remembers Percy's promise, months ago, about changing the outcome. 
And, beyond that... 


I would stay if I could. 


Percy asks for a shroud for Luke Castellan's body. Apollo watches the Fates 
show him what he could have with his newfound life, and grief twists in his 
chest. 


He heals Annabeth Chase, who is destroyed both physically and 
emotionally. Percy meets his eyes, just briefly, but Apollo looks away and 


takes Annabeth aside. When she wakes, and it’s just the two of them as he 
checks her over one last time, Apollo finds a drop of genuine pity within 
himself. 


“T'm sorry about your soulmate,” he whispers, and watches fresh tears well 
up in her eyes. Apollo glances at Thalia's zombie name, at Luke's newly 
faded one, still marred at the edges. He knows about the third, of course, 
and does his best to sound encouraging. “It's Percy, isn't it?” 


Annabeth frowns. “What do you mean?” 
“The other soulmark,” Apollo clarifies. “You don't need to lie to me.” 


“Tt's not.” Annabeth blinks at him, then looks away, her frown deepening. “I 
haven't met them yet.” 


Oh. Maybe he should've asked Percy about this before assuming. Taken by 
surprise, Apollo looks into Annabeth's future, catches a glimpse of brown 
skin and pretty eyes. He squeezes her shoulder in reassurance. 


“You'll be fine,” he says, and watches her lips tremble again. “Don't give 


up.” 

“T thought I wanted Percy,” Annabeth whispers, making Apollo wince. But 
she looks into his eyes and shakes her head. “But I think we both know who 
has him.” 


Apollo isn't so sure about that. All this time, he's been operating under the 
belief that Percy would die right after turning sixteen. It's the most obvious 
interpretation of the Great Prophecy, after all. Fate wouldn't allow him to 
see the ending, because of the choice that needed to be made. He never 
expected this. 


This opens up choices. It opens up opportunities. The Fates already showed 
Percy the life he could have, in case he needed any confirmation. Handing 
over a knife to Luke Castellan isn't the only choice Percy will have to make 
today. Just because he told him he would stay when he thought he would 
die, it doesn’t mean he’II feel the same now that he knows he’ II live. 


Apollo doesn't pray. Some gods do, but not him. But in that moment, he 
remembers Artemis' warming that Percy, as a child of the sea, would never 
be his. And he hopes he has a singular chance, or he doesn't know what he'll 
do. 


5. Chapter 5 


Percy avoids Apollo’s eyes and says no to immortality with a determination 
that burns him right down to his core. 


“T don’t think I can make that choice yet,” he says, hating the way his voice 
carries. Poseidon is frowning and Artemis has a look in her eye like she 
might actually turn him into a jackalope today, but he can’t bring himself to 
look at Apollo. “I’m honored and everything. Don’t get me wrong. It's 
just... I've got a lot of life left to live. I'd hate to peak in my sophomore 
year.” 


Percy thinks about the visions from the Fates again and almost unwillingly 
his eyes stray to Annabeth. There’s hope shining in her eyes that he’s not 
sure how to feel about, but what squeezes his heart, what makes him feel 
like he just got stabbed despite it being impossible, is Apollo’s silence. 


Apollo expected him to die. He expected to die. And now that he hasn’t 
Percy might be riding on a high and he might regret this choice later—or 
not. And he’Il have to find out if he does. He has, gods, he—he has choices 
now. He can finish high school. He can watch his mom be happier than 
she’s ever been. He can go out to the movies with Rachel and spend the 
whole summer at camp without having to worry about the world ending 
around him. 


He could spend more time with Apollo and peel back the layers of 
heartbreak around his heart. But that’s only if he wants him to. 


The only thing clear in Percy’s mind is what his wish will be instead, and he 
asks for it without shame. 


“Now, wait just a moment,” Apollo tries to cut in, perhaps looking out for 
him, perhaps overwhelmed because his request uproots everything the gods 
know, but Percy looks at him and their eyes meet and it’s like time freezes 
for a second. Apollo’s eyes widen just so and Percy can’t read his mind but 
he sees reluctance and fear and perhaps a note of concern and denial. And 
underneath it all, disappointment mixed with acceptance. 


It gives him pause, if only for a second, because this isn’t what Apollo 
promised. Where is the god that told him he wanted to take him away? 
Where’s the god who pulled and pushed him, proud to call Percy his, that 
stood up to his father on his fifteen birthday? Where’s the god that told him 
he wouldn’t give up on him, that wouldn’t leave him alone? 


There’s no fight in Apollo’s eyes like he’s just accepted that Percy doesn’t 
want to have anything to do with him anymore, now that the prophecy is 
done with. 


And just like that, with that little realization, Percy squares his shoulders 
and frowns at him and has to hold back his rage and indignation because he 
knows that a lot of the people in the room know who his soulmate is, and he 
doesn’t want to make this about himself, or about Apollo. 


So he continues with his wish and decides he’! hunt Apollo down later and 
make him own up to what he promised. 


Athena’s stormy eyes seem to look right through him. “You can’t play both 
sides.” 


“No,” Percy agrees. “But you know, I would like to grow up. Annabeth is 
my friend, and there’s Grover, and my mom—” 


“Spare me,” Athena looks over his shoulder and raises an eyebrow. She 
looks disgusted, and Percy doesn’t try to bother figuring out why, because 
he’s starting to think that upturned nose is just her natural state of being. “I 
would be very careful, if I were you. Phoebus isn’t someone we can lose to 
mortal dallies, much less so because of something as fickle as soulmates. 
My daughter isn’t someone you should involve in this, either. There’s still a 
path set out for her by Fate.” 


“T have to tell her,” Percy points out. “I have to talk to Annabeth anyways.” 
Athena hums. “Don’t mess up.” 


He gets into the elevator with Annabeth and for the next twenty seconds 
there’s nothing but silence, as Percy tries to find the right words to say this. 


The song playing doesn't help his nerves and somehow he knows this 
crappy elevator music is Apollo’s doing and he intends to make him fix that 
too. 


Thankfully, Annabeth speaks up before he can blurt out whatever comes to 
mind first. 


“Percy,” she calls, her voice soft. He looks at her and finds her lips pressed 
together, her eyes pale. She looks like she’s already bracing herself and a 
part of Percy mourns what could’ve been. What still could be, if he changed 
his mind, but a pulling in his gut tells him this, right here, is for the best. “It 
was fun while it lasted, wasn’t it?” 


Percy thinks back to them dancing around each other all year, the 
arguments, the cold shoulders. Annabeth keeps rubbing her wrist where 
Luke’s name has gone gray, and Percy sighs. “I just miss being your friend. 
Not whatever the war made us.” 


“We could be more,” Annabeth suggests, but her heart isn’t in it, and if 
Percy’s honest with himself, his own isn’t, either. And maybe she’s right; 
they could be more. They could be good. 


And Apollo and Annabeth have never been easy for him, on him. They 
have that in common and maybe that says more about Percy than it does 
about them, but Percy knows who called him a coward despite knowing he 
might die and who wouldn’t be able to let him die if he went for the kiss 
and it isn’t a fair comparison. He knows Apollo would be crueler to him 
than Annabeth ever could be. 


Percy doesn’t think Annabeth would be able to handle him when he feels 
the need to push back, give in to his rage and his impulses. He’s come to 
realize that he and Apollo are the same in that regard and maybe it’s just the 
curse of Achilles that’s made him this way, but there’s some reassurance in 
knowing Apollo could take him at his worst and still bring out his best. 


“I miss my best friend,” is all Percy says, because it’s the truth, and 
Annabeth lets out a deep breath, nodding. There are tears in her eyes and 


Percy wants to apologize, but he can’t, because he already knows he doesn’t 
regret this. “Are we... are we cool?” 


“Yeah,” Annabeth says, running a hand through her hair. Their eyes meet 
and it’s like the tension between them dissipates, giving in to relief on both 
sides. Annabeth looks down at her wrist and shrugs. “I probably need time 
to think about this anyways.” 


“You know I'll be right next to you if you need it,” Percy offers, but 
Annabeth just smiles, breaking her gaze from his. Some distance might be 
good. But... that’s for his future self to deal with. And that unbelievable 
thought slips in his head again, that he’s—he’s alive. Gods. He survived, 
and he needs to find Apollo right this second. 


Rachel gets in the way, and also doesn’t, which Percy figures might be on 
brand for her. 


Percy thinks he’ll have nightmares about the mummy holding the Oracle of 
Delphi walking straight at him and Rachel for years, but she is determined 
and even happy, smiling wide. 


The prophecy she spouts? He wants nothing to do with it. Apollo keeps his 
distance from him and it hurts how he speaks to him as if they have a casual 
relationship, as if they barely know each other, as if he’s already forgotten 
about him now that Percy isn’t wrapped up in tragedy and pain. 


“Tt didn’t sound good,” Percy says, trying to at least get something out of 
him, but Apollo holds Rachel’s shoulders and doesn’t look at him with what 
feels like a reenactment of the first time they met. 


“No,” Apollo agrees, cheerful. “It certainly didn't. She's going to make a 
wonderful Oracle! But, Miss Dare, you have to rest now, and I have to talk 
you through the ropes. I’m afraid it’s best to find you a room, then prepare a 
place for you. There’s this cave in the hills, we could fill it with torches, and 
a purple curtain—” 


Rachel gasps, and Percy is taken back to the many times over the last year 
where he somehow found himself stuck between the two of them having 


deep conversations about art he couldn’t wrap his head around. “Wall 
paintings!” 


“Portraits of me!” Apollo replies, just as excitedly, and then Chiron clears 
his throat and Apollo straightens up, schooling his features. “We can talk 
about the details later.” 


Apollo turns to head into the Big House without acknowledging him and 
Percy unconsciously puts his hand in his pocket, wrapping his hand around 
Riptide, wondering if it’d truly be so bad to decapitate his soulmate in front 
of his new Oracle for being a piece of shit. 


Chiron sets a hand on his shoulder, which is truly the only thing that stops 
him. “Give him a second, Percy. I don’t think Lord Apollo knows what to 
do when faced with the future, ironically enough.” 


“1’m gonna kill him,” Percy declares, and Chiron’s wince means he believes 
him, which admittedly makes him feel a little better. Then, Percy pauses. 
“Wait. How do you know he’s my soulmate?” 


“Please,” Chiron sends him a look. “I know the man that raised me.” 


Percy doesn’t miss a beat to mess with him, despite how angry he is. “Does 
this mean I get to call you son?” 


Chiron heaves a sigh that seems to come from the depths of his very soul 
and shakes his head. He pats Percy’s shoulder once. “I am too old for this. 
You can catch up to him after we work out the funeral rites. Rest. Let him 
simmer in his lack of knowledge about what you’ll do. Apollo deserves 
some grief.” 


“I’m gonna tell him you said that,” Percy nods, and watches Chiron wince 
again. “But thank you.” 


“Any time, Percy,” Chiron smiles down at him, patting his shoulder. “Go 
back to your cabin. You’ve done enough today.” 


Percy wants to protest and stay behind to help—he knows there are bodies 
to recover, missing campers to find, people to heal. But tiredness drags his 
body down and he knows he won’t do any good like this, to anyone. 


So, with a hesitant nod, Percy heads off to Cabin Three, already hearing the 
hustle of people arriving by the dozens. As he lays on his bunk, he thinks of 
Apollo one last time, and hopes he’s ready to face him by the time the 
funeral rites are over. 


Percy would hate spending the rest of his birthday chasing the sun. 


Apollo has been holding back from actually abducting Percy and begging 
him to reconsider his choice about immortality. He thought he was being 
subtle, ignoring Percy, focusing on more present matters, but Rachel 
digging her nails into Apollo’s arm tells him otherwise. 


“What the hell do you think you’re doing?” 
Apollo guides her along faster, feeling a flash of panic. “I have no idea—” 


“You should be talking to Percy!” Rachel protests, shaking him. Apollo 
doesn’t say a single word as he opens a random guest room and pulls her 
inside, to which Rachel digs her nails in harder. “Apollo!” 


“Rachel!” He exclaims back, and grabs her shoulders to make her sit down 
on the bed. “You need rest—” 


“TI know what I gotta do!” Rachel protests, wrinkling her nose. “Mostly. But 
still, you shouldn’t be here. You have to talk to Percy.” 


“T don’t have to do anything,” Apollo refutes, shaking his head and pushing 
her back until she’s laying back on the pillows. Rachel promptly tries to bite 
him, to which Apollo lets her go and frowns at her. “I know you’re a New 
Yorker but that is just rude—” 


“Percy made a choice,” Rachel breaks in, crossing her arms and sitting back 
up. She crosses her legs under her body and runs a hand through her hair, 


looking up at him with not a hint of intimidation in her gaze, none of the 
reverence from earlier. Why does this always happen with his Oracles? 
They lose all respect for him rather easily. “You have to see it through.” 


“Percy made a choice,” Apollo repeats with a nod, raising his eyebrows at 
Rachel. “That choice does not make space for me, and I won’t pretend that 
it does, or that it will, Rachel.” 


“You’re so dumb,” Rachel says, shaking her head. Apollo frowns down at 
her, unconsciously bringing a hand up to his chest in offense. “You’re 
kidding, right? Just because Percy doesn’t want to be immortal it doesn’t 
mean he doesn’t want to be with his soulmate. With you.” 


“It’s not adequate,” Apollo protests. He ignores the sting of rejection that 
goes through his body again, and the ever-present urge to go against Percy’s 
wishes. “You know what the Fates showed him, Rachel. He can have a 
normal life.” 


“You and I both know they haven’t finished his tapestry,” Rachel huffs. 
“Percy has a long, long destiny ahead, Apollo. This was just the start.” 


Apollo stares at her and not for the first time resents the fact that as a patron 
of truth, as an oracular god, as a being of order, he can’t deny such a 
glaringly obvious fact. Apollo can already smell it in the new prophecy that 
was issued, how Fate will twist them all again, and he loathes it. He has no 
idea what comes ahead, how long it will take, but Apollo can tell it won’t 
be good for anyone—least of all him. 


But his Oracle’s had a backlog of prophecies to spew, comparable to those 
the Romans keep records of, and Apollo wouldn’t be able to stop Rachel 
from spouting the words out even if he wanted to. Angering the Fates again 
isn’t something he wants to experience any time soon. 


“Percy’s served his time,” Apollo lets out, breathing the words out, trying to 
make himself believe that he isn’t hurt about it. Rachel’s intense, green gaze 
softens just-so, but he doesn’t feel reassured by that at all. “Without me in 
his life, he’ll have a better chance at normal.” 


“You’re underestimating him,” Rachel reaches out and holds his hands, 
squeezing them tight. There’s a bond between them now, flourishing from 
their connection through Delphi, building on the tiny blocks of their already 
established acquaintance, and Apollo doesn’t miss the irony of the fact that 
it was Percy, his soulmate, who found the vessel for his Oracle. “You’re 
assuming things instead of speaking to him. So what if Percy wants a 
normal life? He doesn’t know what that looks like. He’s still a demigod. 
That won’t stop.” 


“You sound like a kinder version of my sister,” Apollo confesses, and 
watches Rachel blush. With a hand, Apollo reaches out and caresses her 
cheek, tucks her hair behind her ear, though it is so wild that it’s a useless 
attempt. “It’s been so long since I’ve had this, dear Rachel.” 


“You mean someone else to set you straight because you’re bad at listening 
to Lady Artemis,” Rachel nods, raising an eyebrow at him. Apollo hesitates, 
winces, then nods as well. Rachel snorts. “Well, I say straight, but I think 
we both know I mean into not making dumb choices. But don’t change the 
subject, dude. We’re talking about Percy, and I will kick your ass if you hurt 
my friend.” 


“I don’t know what to say to him,” Apollo admits, grimacing, because 
Rachel’s threat is a little too honest, too real, and the Oracle isn’t someone 
to mess with, even if he’s the boss between them. “I... we thought he would 
die. This changes everything.” 


“Tell him that, then,” Rachel shrugs, like it’s easy. Apollo almost envies 
how easy she has it; Rachel bears no soulmark, and as the vessel for his 
Oracle, she’ll never know romance if she knows what’s good for her. “Work 
with him. If I don’t kill you, Apollo, then Percy will. I know it. I saw the 
future.” 


Apollo blinks. “You didn’t.” 


“T didn’t,” Rachel confirms, unapologetic, with a sheepish little smile that 
makes Apollo roll his eyes. But then her expression turns serious, and 
Apollo knows he has to listen. “You want him. You always have. I... 


Apollo, I’ve been seeing a lot of the past these last few weeks, maybe even 
months. It was uncomfortable. I’ve read up on you.” 


“Wikipedia hardly counts as reading up,” Apollo points out, and the corner 
of Rachel’s mouth quirks up. Apollo can’t avoid this for long, and yet... 
“Would it be cruel to make Percy seek me out?” 


“Yes,” Rachel nods, scowling. “But you’re not gonna let that stop you, are 
you? You’re stubborn at heart, just like him.” 


“T want him to think of what his life might look like without me,” Apollo 
says and the words burn on his tongue because they’re honest and he can’t 
believe it. He can’t fathom that he’s the one saying this, when months ago 
he would’ve killed Annabeth Chase if she dared to cross the line again. 
When he still wants Percy to change his mind. 


But something about Percy calls back that young god he was, the one that 
made fun of Hyacinthus for daring to think he had anything close to a heart, 
never mind a soul. The one that wept for Daphne, and gave Cyrene 
everything she wanted, that tricked the Fates to lengthen Admetus’ life. 
He’s not that soft anymore; giving Percy a choice to think doesn’t mean 
Apollo will be able to stay away forever. He will haunt him, if necessary. 
Something has to come out of the dancing around each other they’ve been 
doing ever since they met, and Apollo intends to take it even if it is by 
force. But it is undeniable that Percy’s made something inside him shift, 
and he doesn’t hate that. 


It is selfish, making Percy be the one to chase him. Apollo wants nothing 
more than to go to him and flash him away, hide him in a dark corer of 
Delos, just the two of them. But maybe Apollo has been running, both away 
from and towards his soulmates, for a little too long. He’s been doing too 
much, as proven by Commodus’ resentful, angry eyes, when he drowned 
him simply because he couldn’t stand the idea of anyone else ending his 
soulmate’s life. 


It is cruel, to ask for Percy Jackson of all people to corner a god and make 
him face his sins, his hypocrisy, his selfishness and disregard for anyone’s 


feelings but his own. But Apollo excels at making himself he needed, be 
wanted. It’s an art, in and of itself. 


If Percy wants him, he will come. Apollo does love the game of cat and 
mouse, loves watching those that desire him squirm. And there’s nothing 
more certain, something that would sink deeper in Apollo’s bones, than 
seeing Percy begging him to stay with him. 


“Go do your duties,” Rachel says, in the end, letting go of his hand, slipping 
out of his grip. Her gaze is thoughtful; she sees more than he does, this 
Apollo knows without a doubt, but without his interference she only gets 
feelings, hunches. She doesn’t know how far she can push herself yet, how 
far Apollo will eventually allow her to see and interpret. “Go mourn your 
children.” 


He doesn’t know if he trusts whatever hunch seems to be blossoming inside 
Rachel’s little head, so he doesn’t try to peer inside it. 


“There’s still choices to make,” Rachel continues, then shrugs. “But there’s 
a time and place for everything, Apollo. Fate seems to think it’s time for 
you to catch up to your feelings.” 


Apollo’s breath catches. “Rachel—” 


“T know,” she scrunches up her nose, waving it off. “Get out of here. We 
just won a war. I know I’|l see you again soon... and so will Percy.” 


He stares at her, wondering if it’s too late to take away the spirit of Delphi 
from her, because he’s starting to realize she might have entirely too much 
power. Gods, Apollo is never going to hear the end of this from the council, 
is he? 


Apollo leans down and kisses Rachel’s forehead, shooting her a final smile. 
Then, he turns into light and makes his way out the window, blending with 
the sunlight. He watches the funeral rites from afar, and his eyes inevitably 
linger on Percy, even as he pays his brave children his due respects. 


The sunset comes, and Apollo is not surprised when Percy turns at the door 
of his cabin and somehow finds the exact spot where Apollo is standing 
invisible, watching. He figures Percy is used to it, considering he’s been 
doing it for almost two years. 


“T’ll give you a week,” Percy says into the fading sunlight, his voice a 
threat, sharp as the dagger Luke Castellan used to end his life. Apollo 
freezes because that, that is the tone that makes the obsessive, overbearing 
part of him perk up, and it leaves Apollo breathless. “And if you don't come 
for me, then I will find you.” 


Percy slams his cabin door closed and Apollo takes a deep, deep breath. 
Something curls in his chest, hungry. He thought Percy would be softer, 
kinder. Sadder, even. But Apollo figures he should stop being surprised 
when Percy reveals the hidden hues of his nature, the parts of the ocean he 
can’t help or control because he was born with them. 


Gods, Percy Jackson. It’s a good thing Apollo never kissed him, never 
touched him. Otherwise, Apollo would be all over him to the point where 
he could barely breathe. And if that’s what Percy wants... 


Well, who’s Apollo to deny him? 


6. Chapter 6 


Percy wakes up not at camp, but laying in a hammock hanging from two 
trees under an umbrella, sand filling his vision and the sound of the ocean 
hitting the shore filling his ears. 


He sits up in alarm unsure of whether he’s been thrown back into another 
dream about the past, noting as his hand flies to his pocket that he’s just 
wearing his pajamas, just like when he went to sleep. Looking around, 
Percy doesn’t recognize the beach; palm trees, random patches of grass, 
yellow daisies randomly popping up from the sand even though they 
shouldn't. 


“Percy.” 


He jumps, almost falls off the hammock, but Apollo grabs his shoulder and 
sets him straight. Swaying slightly, Percy looks up at him with his mouth 
open, and Apollo’s honeyed, smug gaze tells him everything he needs to 
know. 


“Did you finally achieve your dream of kidnapping me?” Percy asks, his 
voice somewhere between shocked and incredulous. Apollo snorts and 
lowers himself down to sit right next to him, their thighs touching, lowering 
his sunglasses from his forehead to his nose. 


“You could say that,” Apollo admits, looking down at him. Percy sits up 
with some struggle because he’s not used to hammocks at all, and Apollo 
raises an eyebrow at him. “You don’t sound as upset as I thought you’d be.” 


“T half-expected it,” Percy shakes his head, then glares at him. “You took 
too long. You were an asshole. You went missing all day—” 


“IT had duties to see to,” Apollo says, but Percy just rolls his eyes because 
Apollo is a good liar, he’s a good actor, but Percy has been able to cut 
through those like paper ever since they met and he knows it, so he doesn’t 
know why he’s bothering. “You’re angry.” 


“No shit,” Percy stands from the hammock, looking around again. He 
notices a stone path leading out of the beach and starts walking towards it, 
gazing around again, not caring about his bare feet against the hot sand. 
Apollo follows him quietly, too calm for his taste. “What do you think 
you’re doing now?” 


“Tsn’t this what you wanted?” Apollo asks, deflecting his question. Between 
a step and the next, Percy finds sandals under his feet, and he ignores it, just 
keeping on walking. “I thought you’d appreciate the privacy.” 


“What I wanted is to talk to you yesterday,” Percy shakes his head. He 
reaches the end of the path and his breath catches looking over a hill full of 
flowers, ruins scattered around here and there. In the distance, he notices 
what might have once been an altar, surrounded by the remains of a temple. 
“Where are we?” 


“Delos,” Apollo answers easily enough, slipping his hand into Percy’s. 
Percy snatches it away and crosses his arms, glaring at him despite the heat 
on his cheeks, despite his rabbiting heart at the knowledge that Apollo’s 
brought him into his home. “The part mortals can’t see, anyways. It was 
closed off around the time Rome fell, where Artemis and I hid to avoid 
fading. No one will bother us here.” 


Percy stares over the flowers for a quiet moment, then starts walking down 
the path hiding among the hyacinths. He heads over to the ruins, looking 
around; the weather is perfect, not too hot or too cold. Nature seems to be 
alive in a way that reminds Percy of Ogygia, and it occurs to him that he’s 
literally walking on holy ground. 


Ugh. Whatever. The only admiration for it that Apollo’s gonna get right 
now is his fist on his nose if he doesn’t own up. There’s an ache deep in his 
chest and he feels like he’s freezing despite the sun bearing down on him, 
because Apollo’s distance isn’t just physical. 


He’s still holding back and it’s palpable and Percy hates it. 


“Are you leaving me?” Percy asks, swallowing once the words are out, 
refusing to look at Apollo. “Is this what this is? A final goodbye?” 


A hand lands on his shoulder. “Of course not—” 


“Then what is this?” Percy gestures around himself, at the sweetness of the 
flowers and the perfect wind and the clear sky. Apollo’s hand falls from his 
shoulder and he pretends that it doesn't hurt. “What else could you possibly 
have brought me here for?” 


Apollo sets a hand on the altar rising from the center of the ruins, pressing 
his lips together. “I was thinking maybe I should ask for permission rather 
than forgiveness, but I’m afraid I might have gotten the wrong impression.” 


“Permission for what?” Percy asks, and all Apollo does is flicks his 
sunglasses up, staring at him. He trails his eyes all over Percy’s frame and it 
sends a rush of heat all over his body that he finds himself welcoming. It’s 
familiar. It feels safe; it feels hungry, when he pairs it with the look in 
Apollo’s eyes. 


“You’re alive,” Apollo says, tilting his head in consideration. Percy takes a 
sharp breath because he had almost forgotten about that; twenty-four hours 
ago, he could’ve sworn he’d be dead right now. He isn’t. His wonder at that 
must reflect in his eyes because Apollo smiles, slow and oddly fond. “But 
you didn’t take godhood.” 


Percy feels his annoyance flare. “No. I didn’t. I don’t want to be a god.” 


“And you don’t want to be immortal either,” Apollo frowns. “I think you 
can see what my issue here is.” 


“Ts that what the condition is for you?” Percy lets out, letting his shoulders 
drop, tired, defeated, angry yet inconsolable in a way he can’t describe, like 
Apollo is taking his heart apart with his bare hands and eating it. “I either 
become immortal or die? Is that the only way you’d want me?” 


“No,” Apollo walks towards him, reaching out with a hand. He stops just 
short of his face and Percy stares at his fingers, long and elegant, then his 
hands, big and confident, except for now. Apollo’s face doesn’t betray any 
emotion but this simple gesture does, and Percy looks back at his eyes to 


see that burning gaze, that wishful twinkle inside him. “And I think that’s 
what terrifies me the most about you, Percy.” 


Percy doesn’t reply. He just clenches his jaw and forces Apollo to speak up 
with his gaze. Apollo is an expert at saying nothing even while talking for 
hours and it is in these moments when he has to think the most about his 
words that Percy knows he’s either being sincere or trying his hardest to lie. 


What makes the difference between a truth and a lie? How satisfied Apollo 
looks after he says it, and even before it. How easily the words slip from his 
lips or not. Right now it’s like pulling teeth and that’s how Percy knows to 
listen. 


“You’re alive, and you’re mortal,” Apollo finally continues, and steps just a 
bit closer; just enough so he can press his fingers against Percy’s lips, hard 
enough that he actually feels it through the curse of Achilles, sending a 
shiver down his spine. “And somehow... somehow, I still want you. 
Somehow, I’m standing here—and if you didn’t want me I wouldn’t curse 
you. I’d accept your rejection. I’d willingly go through that pain again; I 
would watch over you and then watch you turn to ash and dust.” 


Apollo pauses, then tilts his head, looking like he’s genuinely being torn up 
from the inside. He breathes out: “What have you done to me, Perseus?” 


Percy blinks at him and shrugs. “I’m just me.” 


And just like that it’s like everything between them, every remaining 
barrier, every drop of hesitation, every line that they’ve never crossed, stops 
existing. Percy doesn’t know which of them moves forwards first; he just 
knows there are hands in his hair pulling him in and he’s almost six-feet tall 
but he has to go on his tiptoes to kiss Apollo anyways. 


Apollo slides their lips together with a groan like he’s been dying to do this 
for ages and Percy tries to follow his lead, mimicking him as well as he can, 
stepping even closer to Apollo and tangling his hands in the white toga that 
Apollo’s been wearing since yesterday. 


He can’t help but think, as Apollo’s tongue brushes his lips and a gasp 
escapes his mouth at the sensation, that this, this is a real kiss, this is 
something bigger than anything he’s known before. Apollo’s hands move 
from his hair to his shoulders, tracing his body like he can't believe he’s 
real, and Percy shakes with every point of contact, warm and electrifying. 


Apollo breaks away right as Percy’s running out of air and looks down at 
him with smoldering eyes, with surprisingly flushed cheeks. If Apollo looks 
like this Percy doesn’t wanna know what his face must look like. 


“Percy,” Apollo holds him closer, pressing their bodies together like never 
before, and Percy bites his lip, watches Apollo’s eyes zero-in on them like 
they’ve done many times, except now Percy knows what it’s like to taste 
cloves and honey and heat on his tongue and he doesn’t let Apollo say 
whatever else he wants to. 


Percy moves his hands up and grabs Apollo’s curls and pulls him down 
again, kissing him clumsy and hard, teeth clashing. But Apollo adjusts fast 
and suddenly there’s a tongue in his mouth and really, maybe they should 
talk a little more, but there’s an itch under Percy’s skin and he can’t stand 
the muted feeling that the curse of Achilles gives him, wants to somehow 
feel even more than he’s already is. 


“Apollo,” Percy gasps out, meeting his eyes. He doesn’t know what to ask 
for, isn’t sure of what he wants, but Apollo knows him better than anyone, 
has always been better at words, so Percy keeps it simple: “Apollo, please. I 
want you.” 


Apollo’s face goes slack like Percy just broke something in him and the 
world tips sideways; suddenly, Percy’s laying on a soft, fluffy bed, looking 
up at Apollo with his legs slightly spread. He blushes, looking around. 


“The Sun Palace,” Apollo breathes out, crawling into the bed, not quite 
between his legs but staring at the space like he wants to. Percy’s breath 


catches. “My own personal room.” 


Percy swallows. “Shit.” 


Apollo laughs, on the edge of helplessness and brokenness. “I’d give 
everything to you right now, Percy. Everything. Everything I’ve ever been, 
everything I will be, everything I am, that I have. I wouldn’t be able to say 
no.” 


“T don’t want everything,” Percy licks his lips, sitting up and pulling at the 
front of Apollo’s toga to make him lean closer, until their noses brush and 
they breathe the same air. Percy looks into Apollo’s eyes, now blue shot 
through with gold, and sighs. “Apollo, I just want you.” 


“Do you love me?” Apollo asks, and the question should feel intrusive, but 
Percy knows why he’s asking it. “Percy, could you love me?” 


“Maybe,” Percy nods, and then snorts, shakes his head at himself because 
there’s no use denying it. “I think I can get there. I’d need to be convinced.” 


Apollo’s lips quirk up. “You always need to be persuaded, don’t you?” 


“You’re one to talk,” Percy lays back down, dragging him with him. Apollo 
lays right next to his side, leaning on an elbow, not quite touching him yet, 
and Percy intends to fix that. “Do you love me?” 


“Maybe,” Apollo says, turning up his nose, clearly trying to emulate him, 
and Percy rolls his eyes, biting back a smile. But Apollo leans down and 
presses a feather-light kiss against his lips and gods, does it make up for it. 
“T don’t know what love looks like anymore, Percy. I thought it was always 
this one thing, and... I’m not sure anymore.” 


“I’m not sure what it is either,” Percy whispers, the confession slipping 
from his tongue. He runs his hands through Apollo’s hair and looks at him 
with all the conviction he can. And like this, it finally sinks in for Percy, 
what he’s taken years to process: “You’re my soulmate.” 


Apollo’s lips tremble, and Percy knows he isn’t the only one that felt it. “I 
am. And you’re mine.” 


“And I’m not a god, or immortal,” Percy continues, hands wandering, 
exploring the symmetrical angles of Apollo’s perfect features, pressing his 


fingers against his soft lips. He continues lower, tracing his touch over 
Apollo’s neck, his collarbone, whatever skin of his chest is exposed because 
of the toga, with a devotion Percy’s never felt before. “But you are, and 
somehow I’m alive, and the world isn’t crashing down around us.” 


“No,” Apollo agrees, closing his eyes for a second. “It isn’t.” 


Percy sees him basking in his pain and his grief, thousands of years old, 
watching him actually try to purge those feelings from his heart like 
bacteria from an infected wound. Maybe he shouldn’t find the tragedy that 
drips off Apollo’s frame so captivating, but he does, and maybe that’s 
another thing they have in common. Percy wants to take that pain into his 
hands regardless of if it cuts him and hold Apollo’s hands through it. 


“Kiss me,” Percy whispers, lifting his head off the bed just so to brush their 
noses, their lips. Apollo sighs and it feels like a hot summer dream when it 
hits his mouth. “Apollo, kiss me.” 


Apollo’s’ breath raises just a little hotter right before their lips meet and 
Percy melts, because this is a warmth he missed, a warmth he’s craved ever 
since Apollo said goodbye and wished him luck on his mission with 
Charlie. He isn’t confident he has fully worked out how kissing works but it 
just gets easier and easier every second, a tension building in his body when 
Apollo finally dignifies to move closer and press himself against him again. 


Gods, Percy’s dreamed about this. If he has to be honest with himself, he’s 
fantasized about this a lot, especially after his last birthday, a side effect of 
the way Apollo pushed him against the hallway walk and left him 
scrambling to find his wits. 


Hands that he wished were touching his skin come to hold his hips and 
Percy’s body twitches, his back arches, and Apollo lets out a satisfied sound 
that seems to bury itself right down to his core, actually giving him 
goosebumps. Percy’s breathing hard and fast and his whole body feels like 
he’s on fire in the best way possible and he never wants this to stop. 


So, when Apollo bites his lip, sinking his teeth into the flesh and sucking it 
into his mouth, Percy isn’t surprised at how his back arches up and his skin 


flushes, a moan slipping out. It gives Apollo pause. 
“Fuck,” he mumbles, voice shaky. “Fuck, you sound gorgeous.” 
Percy sputters. “Have you heard yourself?” 


“Yes,” Apollo snorts, and does the most wonderful thing ever; he moves 
downwards and trails kisses down his jaw, all the way to his neck. He bites 
down and Percy’s breath rushes out of him, hips twitching unconsciously. 
“But you’re truly something else, Percy.” 


“Kiss me again,” Percy begs, not registering the whine hidden in his tone. 
“Please. It feels so good.” 


Apollo tugs the neck of Percy’s shirt down to plant kisses lower and Percy 
squirms, desperation starting to lick at his skin. He’s so, so turned on, 
there’s no denying it, and he can’t bring himself to get embarrassed because 
there’s no way that someone else wouldn’t feel like this under Apollo’s 
attention, under those soft lips and harsh teeth. 


“Hm,” Apollo hums, and Percy gets a sinking feeling. “I don’t know. You 
don’t often ask for things from me like this. Maybe I’d like to hear more.” 


“Apollo,” Percy warns him, but it sounds breathy and high pitched and the 
only thing Apollo does is slip his hands under his shirt, caressing his skin 
with a touch so light it’s like it’s not even there and it makes Percy want to 
cry. “Apollo, no, please. Please. Please, just—just kiss me.” 


“Is that all you want?” Apollo asks, raising an eyebrow at him. His hands 
are at his waistband now and Percy’s never felt more desperate in his life. 
Perhaps sensing how overwhelmed he is, Apollo’s eyes soften. “Can I touch 
you, baby?” 


Oh gods. Percy never knew being called that could be hot but apparently it 
is. “Yes, please. Please—if, if you want you, yeah, please, touch me.” 


“Whatever you want,” Apollo says, trying to keep his tone light, but there’s 
a hungriness to his gaze that makes Percy want to push him. 


Which is probably why Percy sits up and takes off his shirt without being 
asked to, why he tangles his hands in Apollo’s hair and brings him in until 
Apollo himself surges forwards and kisses him, biting his lip again, sucking 
his tongue into his mouth, messy and rougher than the ones before it but 
intense and hot enough that Percy’s itching to get out of his pants. 


“Hurry up then,” Percy demands, his voice a little closer to what he’s used 
to. Apollo stares at him with a baffled look in his eyes, caught off guard, but 
his lips slowly spread into a smile that under other circumstances would 
make Percy believe he’s in some serious fucking shit. As it is, he probably 
is anyways—but he likes it. “I didn’t win a war and melted my skin off for 
you to just sit there.” 


Apollo laughs, loud and joyful, which is a contrast to the way he brings a 
hand to Percy’s throat and pushes him down, moving so that he can 
actually, finally settle where Percy wants him between his legs, their hips 
pressed together. Percy almost chokes at the sensation and chokes for real 
when Apollo’s hand squeezes just enough to tease, making another round of 
goosebumps blossom on his skin. 


“You little brat,” Apollo snaps out, still smiling, somewhere between awe 
and shock, shooting him a thoughtful look. “I should’ve known you 
wouldn’t be all sweet. You want me to be mean, don’t you?” 


Percy swallows and shivers at the way he feels it against Apollo’s hand. 
“Yes.” 


“1 can do that,” Apollo agrees, looking him up and down like he doesn’t 
know where to start, but Percy knows better; it’s obvious, in Apollo’s face, 
that he’s been picturing this too. “Hold on tight, baby. You asked for it.” 


Lips on his, Apollo’s hand on his neck trailing down and completely 
bypassing his pants by just slipping under his underwear, fearlessly, 
determinedly wrapping around his dick. Percy gasps and Apollo swallows 
the sound, running his thumb over the head to smear the obscene amount of 
precum that’s been building up ever since they fell into bed, making the 
first stroke smooth and easy and so, so, so hot. 


“Oh my gods,” Percy rushes out, unable to stay focused on Apollo’s lips 
when he’s stroking him like this, slow and wet and tight. Percy throws his 
head back, squeezing his eyes shut and moaning, his hips twitching 
upwards to meet Apollo’s pace. “Gods, your hands are so big, fuck, fuck—” 


“T think,’ Apollo comments, and squeezes him just a little tighter, twisting 
on the upstroke in a way that makes Percy’s toes curl, his legs trying to 
squeeze together only to find Apollo in the way. “That I just found my new 
favorite song.” 


Percy arches his back and digs his nails into the skin of Apollo’s shoulders. 
“Shit, ’m gonna cum.” 


“Oh?” Apollo asks and Percy gets that bad feeling again. “Hm. Don’t think 
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SO. 


Right as Percy’s body starts coiling, the heat inside him mounting, Apollo’s 
hand strokes downwards one last time and squeezes tight around the base of 
his dick, cutting him off from pleasure so effectively, so suddenly that Percy 
whimpers. 


“No, no,” Percy begs, feeling himself tear up. “Gods, please, Apollo, 
please, you feel so good, so so good, please let me cum—” 


Apollo shuts him up with a kiss and strokes him once, taking his time, his 
grip loose enough that Percy feels a tingle in his limbs and he gasps out 
against Apollo’s mouth, letting him bite his lips again, letting him slowly 
slip sanity from his mind. Apollo continues like this and it’s too much and 
too little but it’s so good that Percy can’t do anything else but take it. 


“Tell me, baby,” Apollo whispers, coming up to talk right next to his ear, 
squeezing him just a little tighter and making Percy’s eyes roll up. “You 
thought about this before?” 


“Yeah,” Percy breathes out, chest heaving. “Yeah, yeah, many times—” 


“And did you ever think about anyone else?” Apollo asks, an edge to his 
tone that makes Percy swallow because gods that’s so hot. He blushes at the 


question but he can barely think through the fog of pleasure in his head. “Or 
was it just me, Percy?” 


“After I met you,” Percy licks his lips and whimpers, thrusting his hips up 
as Apollo starts picking up the pace. “I... gods, after I met you, it was 
mainly you—” 


“Mainly>?” Apollo repeats, moving his hand faster, squeezing him again just 
right. Percy drops his mouth open and shuts his eyes, unable to respond, 
and right when he thinks Apollo will give this to him this time, he stops 
again; same gesture, fingers tight around the base, Apollo’s lips trailing wet, 
hot kisses up and down his throat. 


Percy whines, circling his hips up into Apollo’s touch but there’s no gain in 
that, the dark chuckle Apollo presses against his neck telling him 
everything he needs to know. “Promise you won’t think about anyone else. 
Ever.” 


“Apollo—” Percy tries, his voice a figment of what it usually is, pitched 
high and small. “You-you know I can’t promise that.” 


“Lie to me then,” Apollo says, like such a thing is acceptable, squeezing his 
cock once before stroking him again, his grip certain yet softer, taking his 
time with every beat. Percy meets his eyes and finds hunger, longing and a 
tendemess that makes him choke up. “It’d be easy.” 


“No,” Percy shakes his head, pulling him closer; Apollo’s pace on his dick 
is perfect and wet enough that it’s making the most embarrassing noises 
Percy’s ever heard, stealing the most indulgent of sounds from his throat. 
It’s the best he’s ever had and it hurts him to think that Apollo wants him to 
himself so much that he’d be willing to hear lies. “No, I won’t hurt you.” 


Apollo twists his wrist and Percy lets out a loud, unrestrained moan, mouth 
dropping open. “I’d deserve it.” 


“T don’t care,” Percy gasps out, fucking into Apollo’s fist, pulling him in to 
kiss him again, doing what feels natural as he hold onto his shoulders and 
presses his lips against the skin of his jaw, his chin, his nose, over and over 


until Apollo captures his lips again. “If you’re gonna make me the judge 
then don’t question my choices.” 


Apollo laughs, the sound interrupted by a grunt when Percy finds the 
inspiration to wrap his legs around his waist and nudge him closer. Their 
hips are as flushed together as can be with Apollo’s hand working between 
them and Percy can feel how hard Apollo is for him, the toga hiding 
absolutely nothing, and it’s sending shots of arousal all through his body. 


“Gods,” Percy moans, closing his eyes again. Apollo goes just a little faster, 
Starts thrusting his own hips forwards and gods, that movement, that little 
hint of contact, the implication that hides in the fluid way Apollo presses up 
into him is enough to have him moaning even louder, uncaring of how 
debauched it is. “Yes, yes, please.” 


“You’re so pretty,” Apollo bites down on his neck and Percy lolls his head 
to the side to give him more space to work, limbs trembling. Heat shoots up 
through his body and he arches his back, his thrusts becoming erratic, 
Apollo’s hand slipping just from how wet he is. Apollo groans, tightening 
his grip and making Percy let out a whimper. “You’re so desperate, fuck, 
you’d let me do anything to you right now, wouldn’t you?” 


“Gods, yeah,” Percy throws his head back and lets out a long whine, feeling 
pressure in his crotch, gasping. “Fuck, Apollo, yes, yes, please, feels so 
good, Daddy, plea—” 


Percy freezes and so does Apollo and it takes a second but the mortification 
settles in and he can’t bring himself to look at Apollo. Holy shit he just said 
that. Gods, no, he didn’t mean to, that wasn’t supposed to be a thing that 
just slipped out but there’s no way Apollo didn’t catch that. 


The silence drags on and Percy gets extremely worried that he’s going to be 
kicked out of bed for having a weird kink but then Apollo takes a deep 
breath, still holding his cock but not moving. 


“Call me that again,” he says, his tone near deadly, and Percy yelps when 
Apollo’s free hand grabs his hair and pulls his head back. Apollo leans back 
to look at Percy’s face and his gaze is hot enough that Percy can actually 


feel it on his skin, his jaw clenched so tight Percy fears for his teeth. 
“Perseus. Aren’t you gonna be a good boy and do what Daddy tells you 
to?” 


Oh fuck. Percy’s voice is reduced to a whine: “Yes, Daddy, please, I'll be so 
good.” 


“That’s what I like to hear,” Apollo smiles, squeezing Percy’s dick and 
stroking him again. Percy drops his mouth open, letting his voice ring out, 
and almost starts crying when Apollo lets go of his hair to press his fingers 
against his tongue. “Aw, you want your mouth to be full as well, don’t you, 
baby?” 


Percy nods with a shiver, unable to form words, absent-mindedly sucking 
on Apollo’s fingers. Apollo hums, smirking. “Maybe later, if you’re good.” 


Without a single other word, Apollo bends his head and moves down his 
chest, tracing his lips all over his chest, his belly; Percy tenses up as he 
keeps going lower and feels his thighs clenching as Apollo lowers his pants 
and underwear, leaving him bare. Apollo moans at the sight and Percy’s too 
gone to be embarrassed but he wouldn’t be able to even think about it 
anyways, because Apollo’s breath dances over the head of his cock and then 
his lips wrap around it. 


It only takes a slow, insistent lick, a suck, and Percy’s screaming out, 
thrusting into Apollo’s mouth and hand and it’s so so so good, shit, he feels 
warmth spreading over his limbs, making his toes tingly as they curl against 
the bed sheets, his hands shaking as they tangle in Apollo’s curls. 


“Fuck!” he lets out, letting his mouth drop open as more noises pour out. 
Apollo keeps stroking him and licking him like this is nothing and Percy’s 
eyes roll up as pleasure starts giving away to overstimulation. “Too much, 
too much, oh my gods, Daddy, too much—” 


He says that but his body is hungry, his mind is alert, and this mixture of 
sensations is all he’s ever wanted ever since he bathed in the Styx and knew 
what it was like to lose a part of his soul, of his heart, of the capability to 
feel something against his skin without layers of ice around him. Apollo’s 


melting him slowly and it’s so overwhelming in the best way possible and 
he knows it because he never stops, never asks if he wants him to, 
intimately familiar with what Percy struggles to put into words. 


“Can I keep touching you?” Apollo asks, but he’s already moving lower and 
lifting Percy’s legs over his shoulders, taking his hand off his cock and 
moving both of them to his ass to grope him, parting his cheeks open. Percy 
isn’t certain, but he thinks Apollo looks at his rim and the mere sight is 
enough to make him curse under his breath, his voice taking on a desperate 
edge. “Can I, baby?” 


Percy stares at the ceiling, chest heaving, and doesn’t think about it twice 
before nodding. “Whatever you want, Daddy.” 


Apollo tries not to drool but he’s always been weak to intimacy and this is 
no exception. If anything, this is a perfect example of him being carried 
away by the onslaught of emotions of the last twenty-four hours, the last 
week. The horror of fighting Typhon and knowing Percy was facing 
Kronos, the heartbreak of thinking Percy would die only for him to reject 
immortality, the euphoria of knowing Percy wants him in the same twisted, 
helpless way Apollo does, with no guarantees but no lies. 


So he doesn’t play coy, doesn’t hold back; Apollo just spits in Percy’s hole 
trying not to lose it at the knowledge that no one’s ever had their hands or 
lips on him before, not like he’s using them, not feeding off his moans and 
whimpers like they’re prayers. And fuck the fact that Percy just called him 
Daddy might give him enough of a high to get off to for the next four 
centuries if not more. 


Percy, perfect thing that he is, doesn’t shy away at all when Apollo presses 
his tongue against his rim and parts him open, eating him up like he’s 
starving, like he’s never had anything like this before. And he hasn’t, in a 
way. Not really, not with the certainty that even if Percy wanted to leave 
him in the future, be it in a couple years or fifty, the memory of Apollo’s 
kiss would still haunt him, follow him into even the deepest of hells, the 
higher of heavens. 


Apollo pushes his tongue as deep as it will go and shivers at the way Percy 
lets out a desperate breath. If this weren’t their first time, Apollo would’ve 
already split himself into his two aspects just so he could taste Percy’s tears; 
steal the breath from his lungs without having to move from his place 
between his legs, push his cock into his mouth to give him something to 
suck on. But as it is, he enjoys the desperation, the need, the tension of not 
being able to touch enough of Percy’s skin. 


The first finger has Percy singing for him, at which point he finally retreats 
his tongue so he can feel him clench as he curls the finger inside, searching 
for that little bundle of nerves that’s bound to have Percy sobbing. 


“Feels good, baby?” He asks, already pushing the second finger inside. He 
knows that it stings but Percy’s biting his lip, eyes dazed, barely twitching, 
which is when Apollo recalls—the curse of Achilles, of course. 


Oh, he needs to have Percy screaming on his cock yesterday. Percy meets 
his eyes and his cheeks flare up like he can read his thoughts, and maybe 
Apollo’s speaking out loud without realizing but he doesn’t care, because he 
presses in deeper with his fingers and Percy’s eyes roll up. 


“Ah!” Percy lets out, panting, trying to close his legs, but Apollo holds them 
open and leans down again, blind with the power shooting up to his head at 
the idea that he has the savior of Olympus in his bed, his soulmate, hungry 
for his cock. “Gods, please, Daddy, it’s so good, want more...” 


Apollo’s mouth finds Percy’s thigh and his tongue burns. He pauses in 
shock as a jolt goes through his body and he blinks, drawing back just 
enough to actually detail Percy’s skin. He almost breaks down at the sight 
of his name on Percy’s inner thigh, just like he knew it was, long, ancient, 
shining golden like he’s never seen before. Percy’s shaking under his gaze, 
whining at how his hand is frozen inside him, fingers buried deep. 


“Perseus,” Apollo calls, and lets go of Percy’s leg in order to run his fingers 
over the mark, letting out a deep breath as he feels that tingling sensation 
again at this simple, inoffensive point of contact. “Fuck, baby, I’m gonna 
fuck you so hard you’ ll feel empty without me.” 


Percy clenches around him and whimpers and Apollo finally dignifies 
looking at his face, finds tanned skin flushed a furious red and watery wide 
eyes that make him want to crush Percy down until he knows nothing but 
him. Apollo doesn’t think that want, that need, is ever going to go away, 
just like the defiance in Percy’s eyes will never cease to enhance him. 


Percy has him wrapped up around his little finger and Apollo isn’t quite 
sure how it ended up like this but he will not complain. Instead, he leans 
back down and presses his lips against the soulmark on Percy’s skin and 
delights in the moans that rush out of him, like they’re too big for his body 
to contain them. 


“Daddy!” He cries, not a hint of shame or embarrassment to his voice and 
Apollo chuckles; oh, if the other gods knew. He can only imagine the frenzy 
everyone must be going through right now, trying to find Percy, only for 
him to be giving his body over to Apollo with his legs spread open like an 
amateur porn star. “Shit, shit, please, Daddy, I want you so bad.” 


Apollo moves his fingers again as he runs his tongue over the golden 
lettering, keeps moving in with his mouth until he’s back at Percy’s hole 
and he pushes his tongue back inside, stretching him open, unforgiving in 
his simple roughness. One of Percy’s hands grabs his hair and pushes him 
down as if he wants him to go deeper, and Apollo adds another finger 
instead, making sure everything is wet enough to leave a cheap whore to 
shame. 


“That’s enough, Daddy!” Percy says, almost screaming, thighs closing in 
around his neck. Apollo just chuckles, shaking his head and holding him 
open again, teasing his pinky against his rim. Percy’s breath leaves him in a 
rush and gods, Apollo wants to wrap that hand around his throat and never 
let him go. “Daddy, Apollo, gods, please, please, that’s enough, I can take it 


Apollo takes his tongue away with a suck that makes Percy jump and 
whimper, and looks up at him with a smirk. “Have you dreamed about 
this?” 


Percy blushes down to his shoulders. “I—yes?” 


“Is that a question or an answer, sweetheart?” Apollo asks, tilting his head, 
pressing his fingers in deep and rubbing against Percy’s prostate as he sits 
up so he can have a better look at his face. 


Percy’s hips rise off the bed and push back down like he’s trying to fucking 
himself back on his fingers and Apollo just grabs his hip, presses him back 
down with enough strength that Percy can’t move. It’s a real shame that the 
curse of Achilles won’t allow for bruises but Apollo can make certain that 
Percy will be sore anyways, that he’ll feel him down to his bones. He lets 
his hands grow hot and Percy gasps. 


After all, the curse never accounted for sunburns, did it? 


“An answer,” Percy finally forces out, voice shaky. “I—gods, Daddy, I 
watched so much porn.” 


Apollo chuckles. “I know. I’ve seen your browsing history.” 


Percy’s eyes widen in indignation but all Apollo has to do is pull his fingers 
out and grab Percy’s thighs and the look is gone, replaced with an open 
mouth and hungry eyes. Without saying a word, Apollo manhandles Percy 
and turns him around, sitting on top of his thighs, letting his hands trace his 
back until one of them wraps around the back of his neck and pushes his 
face down, fulfilling the itch under his skin. 


“Now, baby,” Apollo says, vanishing his toga with a thought, grabbing his 
cock with his free hand. He strokes himself once and groans, watching as 
Percy tenses under him, probably trying to visualize this. In due time, 
Apollo will let him see. But not today. “You want me to fuck you, don’t 
you?” 


“Yes,” Percy tries to nod but Apollo squeezes his neck and he lets out a 
shaky breath instead; Apollo tilts his head and stretches his hearing out to 
hear the way Percy’s heartbeat skips when Apollo grinds his hips down and 
rubs his cock between Percy’s ass, licking his lips at the sound. “Gods, 
Daddy, yes, please, fuck me, oh my gods, I’Il be so good—” 


“Will you?” Apollo asks, running his hand all over the muscles of Percy’s 
back, tracing his fingers over his spine. When he reaches the small of his 
back, Apollo can practically smell the spike of fear that takes over Percy, 
taste the panic. It’s delicious, and he softly scratches a nail over that patch 
of skin, watching Percy’s skin break out in goosebumps. “Will you be good, 
and give me that kind of power over you?” 


Hesitation. 


But before a full minute has passed, Percy’s nodding, arching his back to 
press his hips back the best he can, and presenting his ass to him. “Yes. 
Please.” 


Apollo doesn’t need to hear that twice, not when Percy’s voice drips with 
reverence and desire, a hero surrendering to his god, his patron, because 
that’s what Apollo is, isn’t he? That’s what he’s tried to be, though far more 
irresponsible than ever before, far more hungry for the reward at the end of 
the line. 


He moves off Percy’s thighs and forces him to hold himself up on all fours. 
Percy goes so willingly that Apollo has visions of tying him to the bed just 
like this and not letting him rest, keeping him open and pliant and full, 
ready to take his cock at any moment. 


Hm. Maybe another time. For now, he just parts Percy’s ass open and 
pushes his hips forwards. Apollo meets more resistance than he’s usually 
comfortable with but Percy just spreads his legs wider, moans louder, 
pushes his ass back with so much insistence that Apollo has to hold him 
still, digging his nails into his skin. 


“You little slut,” Apollo mumbles out, not meaning to, but Percy shivers 
and Apollo has to breathe in and breathe out as he keeps pushing inside 
Percy’s tight, greedy hole, because there’s no way Percy can be this perfect. 
“You like that, baby? You like being told how much of a whore you’re 
being for Daddy?” 


Percy hangs his head and Apollo’s regretting this position now, because his 
expression must be delicious. His shoulders are red and he keeps getting 


goosebumps and under less desperate circumstances Apollo might sob. 
“Fuck, I think I do, Daddy.” 


Unable to resist, Apollo pulls out the few inches that Percy’s taken and 
fucks back inside him in one smooth thrust, filling him more. Percy jolts 
forwards with it and his back arches and he lets out the loudest, highest 
moan he’s ever heard, so he does it again and again, enjoying the ripple of 
muscle across Percy’s back as he struggles to hold himself up, the fluttering 
of his ass around his cock as he clenches. 


“You take me so well, baby,” Apollo groans out, lets go of one of Percy’s 
hips to grab the back of his neck and pull him up to his knees, back against 
his chest. Percy sinks deeper on his cock and it’s heavenly, how tight it is, 
how good Percy’s adapting. Apollo presses his mouth to Percy’s neck, licks 
his sweat, and moans into his ear, moving his hand to the front of his throat. 
“Fuck, you were born for this.” 


Percy throws his head back against his shoulder as Apollo wraps his arm 
around his waist, Percy’s nails digging in like he has no idea what to do 
with his hands, rendered speechless. Apollo squeezes his throat and hears 
Percy choke, listening to his air supply cutting off. 


“You love how full you are,” Apollo says, because it’s evident; Percy can’t 
seem to be able to shut his mouth and it’s the noisiest sex he’s had in 
centuries, the easiest hole he’s ever used. “But you want me to cum inside 
you, don’t you, baby? You want me to make a mess out of you and never let 
you out of this bed.” 


Percy can’t speak but he nods, and the way he rotates his hips back speaks 
more words than Apollo could ever use to describe how fucking amazing 
that feels. 


“You have such a greedy ass,” Apollo supports this claim by pulling his 
hips back and then in, groaning at how smooth the slide back is. Percy lets 
out a choked off gasp and Apollo loosens his hand just enough to let him 
get back some air, but he doesn’t stop speaking against his ear. “You’re so 
pretty for Daddy like this, Percy. So pliant, so obedient, so hungry. Makes 
me wanna become your baby daddy.” 


Percy tenses up and clenches around his cock. “Oh, gods.” 


“You’d like that too, don’t you?” Apollo bites his earlobe, hearing his 
breath catching. “You want me to fill you up with my cum until you’re 
bursting and I give you those babies you’ve always wanted, right? The 
perfect little family.” 


“Daddy,” Percy whines, too overwhelmed to do anything other than beg. 
“Apollo, please. Please.” 


“Tell me what you want.” Apollo demands. “Let me hear how much of a 
pretty little whore you are.” 


“Fill me up, please,” Percy gasps out, and Apollo squeezes his throat again, 
forcing him to speak through the lack of air and the strangling pressure 
around his neck. “I—want your babies, Daddy, please. Wanna cum on your 
cock. Want you to fuck me and use me and ruin my hole, please, please, 
please—” 


Apollo pushes him down without warming until Percy’s face is shoved 
against his pillows, held down by his hand on his neck, and there’s no 
reason for him to feel this torn up about the way Percy gasps and screams 
when Apollo pulls back and fucks the rest of the way inside Percy’s ass, but 
he is. He wants to take the sound and turn it into a melody, because it tugs 
at his heartstrings and Apollo didn’t even know he had any of those left 
until this moment. 


Percy takes his cock like it’s his whole purpose to be on his knees for him, 
and Apollo can’t help but chuckle at the irony of it; Percy’s his soulmate but 
he could easily cast him aside if he so wanted. Percy’s the savior of 
Olympus but also the slut gasping into his sheets and asking him to fuck 
him harder so he can actually feel it through the curse of Achilles, so he can 
feel the memory of it over his body for weeks. 


Apollo knows what it’s like to be full of contradictions and he can’t help it, 
that his mouth waters at the mere implication that Percy is also like that, 
that it makes him fuck him deeper until he’s using more of his godly 
strength than he should. But Percy is letting out the prettiest noises he’s 


ever heard and letting Apollo use him like he’s just a doll for him to play 
with, completely slack with trust, so he’s not going to dial it back. 


If anything, Apollo takes mercy on him and reaches down to grab Percy’s 
cock and jerk in time with his thrusts. It only takes a couple strokes and 
Percy is going off, twisting his hands into his sheets and pillows. His back 
bows and Apollo bends down to press his lips against that skin, biting, 
sucking, harder than he would normally do just to watch Percy twitch and 
tremble, overly sensitive but still taking his cock. 


Percy clenches around him even as the rest of his body goes slack and 
Apollo groans. “You’re such a good boy, Percy. A pretty little slut for me.” 


A broken moan. “Daddy.” 


And fuck, Apollo has no restraint, because he’s pulling out and turning 
Percy around roughly, grabbing his thighs and forcing them apart and then 
burying himself back inside him with a grunt, barely listening to how Percy 
sobs and moans. 


“Look at you, baby,” Apollo speaks out, panting, his hand finding a place 
around Percy’s throat in automatic. Percy’s so loose, so wet, but the threat 
of strangulation makes him clench in the most delicious way possible and 
Apollo stares into those green eyes knowing that he’s gonna take Percy’s 
words to heart and ruin him. “Such a mighty hero, acting like a lower-class 
whore, a little slut begging for Daddy’s cock, for my hand around your 
throat.” 


Percy’s getting hard again; the wonders of being a youthful demigod under 
his hands. He’s nodding, unable to form words, Apollo’s hand around his 
throat keeping him quiet and so deliciously submissive. With his other 
hand, Apollo runs his fingers over the mess of cum and precum on Percy’s 
belly and presses them against Percy’s tongue, watching choke on them, 
desperately sucking them. 


The sight is beyond anything Apollo could’ve conjured up when he 
watched Percy jerk off and whimper his name so many times before. 
Recklessly, Apollo starts imagining a future where he gets to have Percy in 


his bed like this easily every day, and even further, to a time where he 
makes good on his promises and gives Percy his offspring, watches him 
become a father to his children. 


“Fuck,” Apollo pulls his fingers out of Percy’s mouth and grabs his cock 
instead, fucking him harder, faster. Percy’s eyes roll up and Apollo wants to 
capture this moment in a frame forever, wants to revive it every moment he 
can. “Gods, I’m gonna fill you up, baby, you feel so good. You’re gonna 
make me cum so hard.” 


As sensitive as he is, it seems the combination of words and overstimulation 
are enough to tip Percy over again, so he’s clenching down again, moving 
his hips to meet Apollo’s erratic thrusts. He lets go of Percy’s neck to hear 
his wretched cries, voice shredded to hell, and it’s all it takes to make 
Apollo bend over him and lick his sweat, his tears. 


It’s with the taste of sea salt and a cry of his name that Apollo buries 
himself deep inside Percy and does as promised, filling him up as best as he 
can, fucking his cum into him to make sure he truly feels it. Percy shivers 
and twitches through the whole thing but never stops him, and Apollo is in 
awe at the sheer perfection of him. 


Finally, Apollo pulls out, but he instantly conjures up a butt plug and 
unceremoniously pushes it inside Percy’s hole, making sure it’s the right 
side. Percy barely reacts, and moves only to pull Apollo closer to him. 


They kiss and if there was any way this could get better, it was this: Percy’s 
chocolate-sweet lips with an undertone of sea-water, soft and wet and 
warmed by Apollo’s abuse. They won’t bruise but Apollo makes sure they 
burn until the tingle, and judging by Percy’s tiny gasp, it works. 


Apollo brings him in and keeps kissing him as he makes Percy be the little 
spoon. He deposits kisses on his nose, his chin, the corners of his mouth and 
his jaw, feeling like his heart is bleeding all over his sleeve with his 
newfound tenderness. But Percy deserves it. And Apollo still wants to earn 
that heart. 


Percy seems to recover some semblance of a train of thought, because he 
looks up at Apollo with wide, teary eyes and a playful smile, and asks: 


“So,” and Apollo should be used to that tone that screams danger, and he is, 
but it still catches him off guard every time. “You ever heard of a date?” 


Percy returns home the next day, after having spent the whole day being 
shown around Europe by Apollo and getting fucked against so many 
surfaces in so many places that he lost count. The most memorable, apart 
from Apollo’s bed at the Sun Palace, was a hidden alley in Rome and that 
shouldn’t have been so hot, but it was. 


He’s still wearing the butt plug from their last round last night and the 
sunglasses he stole from Apollo when he wasn’t looking, and he’s also still 
dazed from the kiss Apollo planted on him before flashing him away. He’s 
inside his room which is not what he expected but he’s not complaining, so 
Percy just shrugs, steps out, and walks into the living room. 


Paul drops his coffee cup to the ground. “Percy?!” 


It occurs to him that he and Apollo never told anyone what they were doing, 
and Percy pales when he hears rushing footsteps and his mom comes into 
view, looking sick out of her mind. “Oh shit.” 


“Percy!” Mom rushes forwards and takes his face between her hands, 
looking at him up and down with wide eyes. “Oh my gods, baby, we 
thought something happened to you! Chiron called asking if you went 
home, and people have been looking for you—” 


“Mom,” Percy cuts in, blushing, trying not to think of what is currently in 
his ass. Fuck, this is awkward. “I was with Apollo.” 


Paul and mom both pause, and look him up and down again. Paul’s 
eyebrows raise to his forehead while mom’s eyes just go even wider, and 
she nods. “Oh, well. I was just about to ask you about the sunburns—” 


“T’m sorry I went missing like that,” Percy interrupts before this can get 
even more awkward. “It won’t happen again.” 


“T would hope not,” Paul says, shaking his head as if to dispel some of his 
disbelief. “I never thought you’d be taken quietly, Perce.” 


Percy snorts, but a shiver goes up and down his spine as he speaks his 
words out, like a hunch coming over him. He decides to ignore it, because 
he just won a war, he might be boyfriends with his soulmate, and he can’t 
believe he’s actually alive. 


“Not a chance.” Percy smiles, and accepts his mom’s hug with as much 
grace as he can, knowing he’s sore and sunburnt and fucked all over. Still, 
he remembers Apollo’s parting words and blushes again, clearing his throat. 
“So, uh, what’s for lunch?” 


“T made your favorite!” Mom perks up, and breaks away from the hug to 
hold his shoulders and look him in the eye. Her smile softens, and her eyes 
brim with pride. “I’m so proud of you, Percy.” 


He doesn’t tear up, he absolutely does not. “Thanks, mom. But, uh, I was 
wondering—is there enough food for four?” 


“Is your boyfriend coming over?” Paul instantly asks, and mom covers a 
laugh with her hand as Percy furiously blushes. Paul brings his hands up in 
surrender. “Hey, just reading the room—” 

“We only just went on a date!” Percy protests. “Don’t jinx it!” 

“No one is jinxing anything,” Mom shakes her head, still giggling, and 
starts pulling Percy into the kitchen by his elbow. “But I do believe we have 


enough for four, and if we don’t there’s always dessert.” 


Percy lets out a sigh of relief, and then, just because he can’t resist, he asks: 
“Mom... are you okay with me and Apollo?” 


She pauses and stares at him for a moment, looking him up and down. 


“Well,” she starts. “You’re a little younger than I’d like—” 


“Mom!” 


“—_but if he makes you happy, Percy,” Mom sighs, smiling at him. “If you 
think he can make you happy... then go with your gut. I believe it hasn’t 
failed you yet, has it?” 


Percy sags with relief. “Great.” 


“He’ll have to win me over,’ Mom warns him, and Percy nods, because 
that’s fair enough. “But other than that, Percy, I trust you to make the right 
choices.” 


He opens his mouth to say something like I love you or thank you for 
approving of my boyfriend because I think otherwise he’d actually kidnap 
me for real, but he’s interrupted by the doorbell. He rushes out of the 
kitchen ignoring mom’s amused giggles and then slides right past Paul to 
the door, opening it himself. 


Apollo grins down at him, raising his eyebrows. “Hey there, baby.” 


Percy, impulsive to his core, pulls Apollo down by the neck of his shirt and 
kisses him full on the mouth. Apollo reciprocates with familiarity that feels 
years in the making instead of a couple days, and Percy sighs into the kiss, 
melting, pressing himself closer— 


“That’s enough PDA!” Paul calls, and Percy groans as Apollo instantly 
steps away, only holding his hand. “House rules, boys!” 


“Your stepfather just called me a boy,” Apollo points out, as if Percy’s 
suddenly lost his hearing, and all he does is roll his eyes in response and 
pull him inside. Apollo brings his knuckles up to his lips and presses a kiss 
against each of them. Percy can’t believe he’s been missing out on this so 
much, on having his soulmate at his side, feeling happy, filled, content. “Tt 
smells divine.” 


Percy’s lips twitch, because Apollo has no idea how much his mom is about 
to eat him alive. “Are you ready?” 


He doesn’t need to elaborate on what Apollo needs to be ready for, because 
there are so, so many things, too many to count. But Apollo’s smile is warm 
and open and real, and Percy’s breath catches a little, because falling for 
him is going to be so, so easy. 


“Lead the way, beloved.” Apollo sighs. “I’m as ready as I’ ll ever be.” 
This is going to be the best year ever. 
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